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VERSES 

IN PRAISE OF 

Mr. D R Y D E N. 

On Mr. DRYDEN'S Re li gio Lai cr. 
By the Earl of Roscommon. 

T)E gone, you flaves, you idle vermin go, 

■*-' Fly fiom the fcourges, and your raafter know 5 

Let free, impartial, men from Dryden learn 

Myfterious fecrets, of a high concern, 

And weighty ti-ulhs, folid convincing fenfe. 

Explained by unafFefled eloquence. 

What can you (Reverend Levi) here take ill ? 

Men ftill had faults, and men will have them ftill j 

He that hath noiw, and lives as angels do, 

Muftbe an angif 5 but what's that to you ? 

While mighty Lewis finds the pope too great. 
And dreads the. yoke of his impofing feat. 
Oar fefts a more tyi-annic power aflume, 
Aad would for fcorpions change the rods of Rome; 
That church detained the legacy divine ; 
Fanatics caft the pearls of heaven to fwine : 
What then have thinking hbncft men to do, 
But chufe a mean between th' ufurping two ? 

Vol, I. B . ^qx 



2 VERSES ON Mr. DRYDEN. 

Nor can th' Egyptian patriarch blame thy mufcj 
Which for his firmnefs docs his heat excufe ; ^ 
Whatever councils have approvM his creed. 
The preface fure was his own aft and deed. 
Our church will have that preface read, you'll fay : 
*Tis true ; but fo flie will th' Apocrypha ; 
And fuch as can believe them, freely may. 

But did that God (fo little underftood) 
Whofe darling attribute is being good. 
From the dark womb of the rude chaos bring 
Such various creatures and make man their king. 
Yet leave his favourite man, his chiefeft care. 
More wretched than the vileft infe6ls are ? 

O ! how much happier and more fafe are they ? 
If helplefs millions muft be doomed a prey 
To yelling furies, and for ever burn 
In that fad place from whence is no return. 
For unbelief in one they never knew. 
Or for not doing what they could not do ! 
The very fiends know for what crime they fell. 
And fo do all their followers that rebel : 
If then a blind, well-meaning, IndiaiQkray, ^ 
Shall the great gulph be ftiew'd him for the way ? 

For better ends our kind Redeemer dy'd, 
Or the fain angels room will be but ill fupply'd. 

That Chrift, who at the great deciding day, 
(For he declares what he refolvcs to fay) 
Will damn the goats for their ill-natur'd faults. 
Arid fave the flicep for a6lions, not for thoughts, 

H: 
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Hath too much mercy to fend men to hcllj 
For humble charity, and hoping well. 
To what ftupidity are zealots grown, 
Whofe inhumanity, prcfufely Hiown 
In damning crowds of fouls, may damn their own, 
I'll err at leaft on the fecurer fide, 
A convert free from malice and from pride. 
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To my Friend, Mr. John Dryden, on hisfeveral 
excellent Tranflations of the ancient Poets. . 

By G. G R A N V I L L E, Lord Lansdowne. 

A S flow'rs, tranfplanted from a fouthern iky, 
•^ ^ But hardly bear, or in the railing die 5 
Miffing their native fun, at heft retain 
Bait a faint odour, and furvive with pain : 
Thus ancient wit, in modern ntimbers taught, . 
Wanting the warmth with which its author wrote. 
Is a dead ipiage, and a fenfelefs draught. 
While we transfufe, the nimble fpirit flies, 
Efcapes unfecn, evaporates, and. dies. 
Who then to copy Roman wit defire, 
Muft imitate with Roman force Und fire. 
In elegance of ftyle and phrafe the fame. 
And in the fparkling genius, and the flame. 
Whence we conclude from thy tranflated fong. 
So juft, Co fmooth, fo foft, and yet fo ftrong) 
Coelcftial poet ! foul of harmony ! 
That cv«y genius was revived in 4hec. 
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Thy trumpet founds, the dead are raisM .to light. 
Never to die, and take to heaven their flight ; 
IJcck'd in thy verfe, as clad with rays they ihine. 
All glorified, Immortal^ and divine. 
As Britain in rich foil abounding wide, 
Fumifti'd for ufe, for luxury, and pride, 
Yet fpreads her wanton fails on every ihpre 
For foreign wealth, infatiate ftill of more ; 
To her own wool the filks of Afia joins, 
And to her plenteous harvefts Indians mines ; 
So Dryden, not contented with the fame 
Of his own works, though an immortal name, 
To lands remote fends forth his learned mufe. 
The noblcft feeds of foreign wit to choofe : 
Feafting our fenfe fo many various ways. 
Say, is't thy bounty, or thy thirft of praife ? 
That, by comparing others, all might fee. 
Who moft excel, are yet excelled by thee. 

To Mr. Dryden, by Joseph Addison, Efq. 

TJOW long, great poet, (hall thy facred lays 
"*• '*' Provoke our wonder, and tranfcend our praife ! 
Can neither injuries of time, or age, 
Damp thy poetic heat, and quench thy rage ? 
Not fo thy Qvid in his c^ile wrote j 
Grief cl^iird his breaft, and checked his rifing thought ; 
Penfive and fad, his dropping mufe betrays 
The. Roman genius in its laft decays. 
Prevailing warn[ith J^as ftill thy mind pofleft, 
A^ci fecond youth, is kindlfid m t\\^ \itt^ft^. 
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j! Thou mak^ft the beauties of the Romans known, 

(And England boafts of riches not her o^m : 
Thy lines have heightenM Virgirs majefty. 
And Horace wonders at himfelf in thee. 
Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our iile 
In iinoothcr numbers, and a clearer ftyle s 
And Juvenal, inftru6ted in thy page, 
Edges his fatire, and improves bis rage. 
Thy copy cafts a fairer light on alJ, 
And ftill outihines the bright original. 

Now Ovid boafts th* advantage of thy fong^ 
And tells his ftory in the Britifh tongue ; 
Thy chaAing verfe, and fair tranilations fhow 
How thy own laurel firft began to grow 5 
How wild Lycaon, changM by angry Gods, 
And frighted at himfelf, ran howling thro** the woods. 

O may^ft thou ftiU the noble tale prolong, 
Nor age, nor ficknefs interrupt thy fong : 
Then may we wondering read, how human limbs 
Have waterM kingdoms, and diflblvM in ftreams. 
Of thofe rich fruits that on the fertile mould 
Tum'd yellow by degrees, and ripenM into gold t 
How fome in feathers, or a ragged hide. 
Have liv'd a fecond life, and different natures tryM. 
Then will thy Ovid, thus transform^, reveal 
A nobler change than he himfelf can tell. 

Mag. Coll. Oxon. 
June 2, 1693. 

B 3 From 



6 VERSES ON Mr. DRYDEN. 

From Mr. ADDISON'S Account of the 
English Poets. 

"D U T fee where artful Dr'yden next appears, 

"^ Grown old in rhyme, but channing ev'n in years. 

Great Dryden next ! wht>fe tuneful mufe affords 

The fweeteft numbers and the fitteft words. 

Whether in comic founds, or tiagic airs, 

She forms her voice, fhe mores our fmiles and' tears. 

If fatire or heroic ftrains fhe writes, 

Her hero plcafes, and her fatirft bites. 

From her no harfh, unartful numbers fall, 

She wears all dreffes, and flie charms in all : 

How might we fear our Englifli poetry. 

That longj has flourilh'd, (hould decay in thee ; 

Did not the Mufes' other hope appear. 

Harmonious Congreve, and forbid our fear ! 

Congreve ! whofe fancy's unexhaufted (lore 

Has given already much, and promisM more. 

Congreve fhall ftill preferve thy fame alive. 

And Dn'den's mufs (hall in his friend furvive. 



On 
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- ' •> i ' ' " . 

On ALEXANDER'S FEAST : Of, The 
Power of Mvsick. An ODE, 

From Mr Pope's Essay on Criticism, 1. 376. 

TT EAR how Timotheus' vary'd lays furpi'ize, 
'*•'■' And bid alternate ^pafTions fall and rife! 
While, at each change,^ the fpn of Libyan Jove 
Now bums with glory, and then melts with love i 
Now his fierce eyes with^ fparjkling fury glqw, ■ 
Now fighs fteal out, and tears begin to flow. 
Perfians a|pd Greeks like turns of nature found. 
And the world's viftor flood fubdued by found. 
The power of Mufick all our hearts allow. 
And what Timotheus was is Dryden now. 

CHARACTER of DRYDEN, 

From an ODE of G R A Y'S. 

"HEhold, where Dryden's lefs prefumptuous car, 

*^ Wide o'er the fields of glory bear : 

Two courfers of ethereal race, 

With necks in thundercloath'd, and long- refoundmg pace. 

Hark, his hands the lyre explore ! 

Bright-ey'd Fancy hovering o'er. 

Scatters from her piftur'd urn. 

Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 

But, ah ! 'tis heard no more — 

B 4 OV\ 
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Oh ! lyre divine, what daring fpirit 
^¥akcs tkee now i though he inhieut ' J 

Nor the pdda, aor ample .p«oipn« 
That the Theban eagle bear, 
SailJQg wid^ r«pFenM dominioil 
Through the azure deep of air ; 
Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such formsj^ as glitter in the Mufe^s ray 
With orient hues, ynborrow'd of the fun : 
Yet ftiall" he mount,, and keep, his diftant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate 
Beneath the ^ood how far— but far above the great. 
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Mr. D R Y D E N'S 
ORIGINAL POEMS. 

Upon the Death of Lord HASTINGS. 

MUST noble Haftings immaturely die, 
The honour of his ancient family, 

Beauty and iaarning thus together naeet, 

To bring a winding for a wedding flieet ? 

Muft virtue prove death'^s harbinger ? muft fhe. 

With him expiring, feel mortality ? 

Is death, fin's wages, grace"'s now ? ihall art 

Make us more learned, only to depart ? 

If merit be difeafe j if virtue death 5 

To be good, not to be ; who'd then bequeath 
Himfelf to difcipline > who'd not efteem 
Labour a crime ? ftudy felf-murther deem.? 
Our noble youth now have pretence to be 
Dunces fccurely, ignorant healthfully. 
Rare linguift whofe worth fpeaks itfelf, wliofe praifc, 
Though not his own, all tongues befides do raife : 
Than whom great Alexander may feem lefs ; 
Who conqucr'd men, but not their languages. 
In his mouth nations fpake j his tongue might be 
Interpreter to Greece^ France, Italy. 
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His native foil was the four parts o'th' earth ; 
All Europe was too narrow for his birth. 
A young apoftle ; and with reverence may ' 
I fpeak it, infpir'd with gift of tongues, as they. 
Nature gave him a child, what men in vain 
Oft ftrive, by art though furthered, to obtain. 
His body was an orb, his fublime foul 
Did move on virtue's, and on learning's pole t 
Whofe regular motions better to, our view. 
Than Archimedes' fphere, the heavens did fliew. 
Graces and virtues, languages and arts, 
Beauty and learning, fill'd up all the parts. 
Heaven's gifts, which do like falling ftai-s appear 
Scatter'd in others ; all, as in their fphere. 
Were fix'd, conglobate in hi« foul ; and thence 
Shone through his body, with fweet influence ; 
Letting their glories fo on each limb fall. 
The whole frame rendered was celelUal.' 
Come, learned Ptolemy, and tryal make, 
If thou this hero's altitude canft take : 
But that tranfcends thy fkill j thrice happy all. 
Could we but prove thus aftronomical. 
Liv'd Tycho now, ftruck with this ray which fhone 
More bright i'th' mom', than others beam at noon, 
He'd take his aftrolabe, and fcek out here 
What new ftar 'twas did gild our hemi fphere. 
Replenifh'd then with fuch rare gifts as thefe, 
Where was room left for fuch a foul difeafe ? 
The nation's fin hath drawn that veil, which fhroud 
Our day-fpring in fo fad benighting clouds, 
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Heaven wduld no lonp;er truft its pledge ; but thus 

RecailM it j lapt its Ganymede from us. 

Was there no milder way but the fmall-pox, 

The very filthinefs of Pandora's box ? 

So many fpots, like naeves on Venus' foil. 

One jewel fet off with fo many a foil 5 

Biiilerswith pride fwell'd, which th rough's flefli did fproyt 

Like rofe-buds, ftuck i'th' lily-ikin about. 

Each little pimple had a tear in it, 

To wail the fault its rifmg did commit : 

Which, rebel-like, with it's own lord at ftiife, 

Thus made an infiui'e6lion 'g:;inft his life. 

Or were thefe gems fent to adorn his Ikin, 

The cab'net of a richer foul within ? 

No comet need foretel his change drew on, 

Whofe coi-ps might fcsm a ccnftellation. 

0! ha.l he dy'd of old, hov/ great a ftrife 

Had been, who from his death (hould draw their life ? 

Who (hould, by one rich draught, become whate'er 

Seneca, Cato, Numa, Cxfar, were ? 

Leam'd, virtuous, pious, great ; and have by this 

An univcrfal metcmpfychofis. 

Muft all thefe aged Hres in one funeral 

Expire ? all die in one Co young, fo fmall ? 

Who, had he liv'd his life out, his great fiime 

Had r»vorn 'bovc any Gteck or Roman name. 

But hafty winter, with one blaft, haih brougiit 

The hopes of autumn, fummer, fpring, to nought. 

Thus fades the oak i'th' fpiig, i*th' blade the corn ; 

Thus without young, this Pliccnix dies, new-born. ^ 
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Muft then old thrce-legg'd grey-beards with their go- 
Catarrhs, rheums, aches, live three long ages out ? 
Timers offals, only fit for th^ hofpltal ! 
Or to hang antiquaries ix>oms withal ! 
Muft drunkards, lechers, fpent with finning, live 
With fuch helps as broths, poflcts, phyfic give > 
99one live, but fuch as fhould die ? fhall we meet 
With none but ghoftly fathers in the (treet ? 
Grief makes me rail j fbrrow will force its way $ 
And fhowers of tears tempeftueus fighs beft lay. 
The tongue may fail ; but overflowing eyes 
Will weep out lading ftreams of elegies. 

But thou, O virgin-widow, left alone. 
Now thy beloved, heaven-raviftiM fpoufe is gone, 
Whofe fkilful fire in vain flrove to apply 
Medicines, when thy balm was no remedy, 
With greater than platonic love, O wed 
His foul, though not his body, to thy bed : 
Let that make thee a mother ; bring thou forth 
Th' ideas of his virtue, knowledge, worth ; 
Tranfcribe th' original in new copies j give 
Haftings o'th' better part : fo fhall he live 
In's nobler half ; and the great grandfire be 
Of an heroic divine progeny : 
An iflue, which feternity fhall laft. 
Yet but th'irradiations which he caft, 
Ereft no maufoleums : for his beft 
Monument is his fpoufe's marble breaft. 

Hero 
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EROic Stanzas on the Death of Oliver 
Cromwell^ written after his Funeral. 

I. 
i N D now *ti8 time ; for their of&cious hailey 
^ Who would before have borne him to the fky, 
ke eager Romans, ere all rites were paft. 
Did let too foon the facred eagle fly. 

II. 
lough our bell notes are treafon to his fame, 
Join''d with the loud applaufe of public voice ; 
nee heaven, what praife we offer to his name, 
lath rendered too authentic by its choice. 

III. 
lough in his praife no arts can liberal be, 
Since they, whofe Mufes have the higheft flown. 
Id not to his immortal memory, 
But do an a6l of friendihip to their own : 

IV. 
t 'tis our duty, and our intereft too, 
Such monuments as we can build to raife j 
ft all the world prevent what we fhould do, 
A.nd claim a title in him by their praife. 

V. 
w fhall I then begin, or where conclude. 
To draw a fame fo truly circular ; 
r in a round what order can be (hew'd, 
kVhere all the parts fo equal perfect are ? 
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vr. 

His gi-andeur he derivM from heaven alone j 
■ r*or he was great ere fortune m?.de him fo : 
And vrars, like mifts that rife againft the fun, 
Made him but greater feem, not greater grow. 
VII. 
No borrow''d bays his temples did adorn, 

But to our crown he did frefh jewels bring j 
Nor was his virtue poifonM foon as born, 
With the too early thouglits of being king. 
VIII. 
Fortune, that eafy miftrcfs to the young. 

But to her ancient fervants coy and hard. 
Him at that age her favourites rank'd among. 
When (her her beft-loV'd Pompey did difcard. 
IX. 
He private mark'd the fault of others' fway. 

And fct as fea-marks for himfelf to fhun : 
Not like rafh monarchs, who their youth betray 
By a6ls their age too late would wifh undone. 
X. 
And yet dominion was not his defign ; 

We owe that blefling, not to him, but heaven. 
Which to fair afts unfought rewards did join ; 
Rewards, that lefs to him than us were given. 
XI. 
Our former chiefs, like fticklers of the war, 

Firft fought t'inflame the parties, then to poife : 
The quarrel lov'd, but did the caufe abhor ; 
And did not ftrike to hurt, but make a noifc. 

5 Wa 
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XII. 
War, our confumptlon, was .their gainful trade : 

We inward bled, whilft they prolonged our pain ; 
He fought to end our fighting, and effay'd 

To ftaunch the blood by breathing of the vein. 
XIII. 
Swift and refiftlefs through the land he paft. 

Like that bold Greek who did the Eaft fubdue. 
And made to battles fuch heroic hafte, 

As if on wings of viftory he flew. 
XIV. 
He fought fecure of fortune as of fame : 

Still by new maps the ifland might be (hewn, 
Of conquefts, which he ftrcwM where-e'er he came. 

Thick as the galaxy with ftars is fown. 
XV. 
His palms, though under weights they did not ftand, 

Still thrived ; no winter could his laurels fade : 
Heaven in his portrait (hewM a workman's hand. 

And drew it perfeft, yet without a ftiade. 
XVI. 
Peace was the prize of all his toil and caie, 

Which war had baniih'd, and did now reftore : 
Bologna's walls thus mounted in the air. 

To feat themfelves more furely than before. 
XVII. 
Her fafcty refcu'd Ireland to him owes ; 

Atid treacherous Scotland to no intercft true. 
Yet bleft that fate which did his arms difpofe 

Her land to civilize, as to fubdue. 
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XVIII. 
Nor was he like thofe ftars which only (hinc, 

When to pale mariners they ftorms portend : 
He had his calmer influence, and his mien 
Did love and raajefty together blend. . 
XIX. 
'Tis true, his countenance did imprint an awe 5 

And naturally all fouls to his did bow, 
As wands of divination downward draw. 

And point to beds where fovereign gold doth g^o\ 
XX. 
When paft all offerings to Feretrian Jove, 

He Mars deposM, and arms to gowns made yield 
Succefsful councils did him f©on approve 
As fit for clofe intrigues, as open field. 
XXI. 
,To fuppliant Holland he vouchfafd a peace. 

Our once bold rival of the Britiih main. 
Now tamely glad her unjuft claim to ceafe. 
And buy our friendfliip with her idol, gain, 
XXII. 
Fame of th' aflerted fea through Europe blown. 

Made France and Spain ambitious of his love ; 
Each knew that iide muft conquer he would own ; 
And for him fiercely, as for empire, ftrove« 
XXIII. 
No fooncr was the Frenchman's caufe embracM, 

Than the light Monfieur the grave Don out-weigh'i 
His fortune tum'd the fcale where'er 'twas caft ; 
Though Indian mines were in the other laid. 

Wh 
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XXIV. 

When abfent, yet we conquer'd in his right : 

For though fome meaner artift's fkill were fhown 
In mingling colours, or in placing light \ 
Yet ftill the fair defignment was his own. 
XXV. 
For from all tempers he could fervice draw j 

The worth of each, with its alloy, he knew. 
And, as the confident of nature, faw 
How {he complexions did divide and brew. 
XXVI. 
Or he their fingle virtues did furvey, 

By intuition in his own large breaft, 
Where all the rich ideas of them lay. 
That were the rule and meafure to the reft. 
XXVII. 
When fuch heroic virtue heaven fets out. 

The ftars, like commons, fullenly obey ; 
Becaufe it drains them when it comes about. 
And therefore is a tax they feldom pay. 
XXVIII. 
From this high fpring our foreign conquefts flow. 
Which yet more glorious triumphs do portend ; 
Since their commencement to his arms they owe. 
If fprings as high as fountains may afcend. 
XXIX. 
He made us free-men of the continent. 

Whom nature did like captives treat before ; 
To nobler preys the Englifli lion fent, 
And taught him firft in Belgian walk« to ro^x. 

Vol, L C TWn. 
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XXX. 

That old unqucftion'd pirate of the land. 

Proud Rome with dread the fate of Dunkirk heard 
And trembling wifh'd behind more Alps to Itand, 

Although an Alexander were her guard. 
XXXI. 
By his command we boldly crofsM the line. 

And bravely fought where fouthem ftars arife 5 
We trac'd the far-fetch'd gold unto the mine, 

And that which bribed our fathers made our prize. 
XXXII. 
Such was our prince ; yet ownM a foul above 

The higheft afts it could produce to fii«w : 
Thus poor mechanic arts in public move, 

Whilft the decpfecrets beyond practice go. 
XXXIII. 
Nor dy'd he when his ebbing fame went lefs. 

But when frefh laureU courted him to live t 
He feem'd but to prevent feme new fuccefs, 

As if above what triumphs earth could give. 
XXXIV. 
His lateft viflories ftill thickeft came, 

As, near the center, motion doth increafe ; 
Till he, prefs'd down by his own weighty name. 

Did, like the veftal, under fpoils deceafe. 
XXXV. 
But firft the ocean as a tribute fent 

The giant prince of all her watery herd 5 
And th' ifle, when her protefting genius went. 

Upon his obfequies loud fighs conferrM. 

5 t 
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XXXVI. 

No civil broils have fmce his death arofe, 

But faftion now by habit docs obey ; 
And wars have that refpe«Sl for his repofe, 

As winds for halcyons, when they breed at fea. 
XXXVII. 
His aihes in a peaceful urn (hall reft, 

His name a great example fcmds, to fhow 
How ftrangely high endeavours way be bleft. 

Where piety and valour jointly go. 

ASTRiEA REDUX. 

A Poem on the happy Reftoration and Return of 
his facred Majefty Charles II, i66o. 

" Jam redit & virgo, redeunt Saturnia regna." Viro. 

The lajl great age foretold by facred rbivies 
Reneivs if s finlfiP d courfe ; Saturnian times 
Roll round again, 

"Vf OW with a general peace the world was bleft, 

■^^ While our's, a world divided from the reft, 

A dreadful quiet felt, and worfer far 

Than armsy a fullen interval of war : 

Thus v/hen black clouds draw down the labouring (kiet. 

Ere yet abroad the winged thunder flies. 

An hon-id ftillnefs firft invades the ear. 

And in that filence we the tempeft fear. 

Th' ambitious Swede, like reftlefs billows toft, 

On this hand g^miLg what on that he loii, 

C 2 1\\w^^ 
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Though in his life he blood and ruin breath'd. 
To his now guidelefs kingdom peace bequeathed. 
And heaven, that feem'd regardlefs of our fate. 
For France and Spain did miracles create 5 
Such moital quarrels to compofe in peace 
As nature bred, and intercft did increafe. 
We figh*d to hear the fair Iberian bride 
Muft grow a lily to the lily's fide. 
While our crofs ftars denyM us Charles's bed, 
Whom our fir ft flames and virgin love did wed. 
For his long abfence church and ftate did groan ; 
Madnefs the pulpit, faftion feiz'd the throne : 
Experienced age in deep defpair was loft, 
To fee the rebel thrive, the loyal croft : 
Youth that with joys had unacquainted been, 
EnvyM grey hairs that once good days had feen : 
We thought our fires, not with their own content. 
Had ere we came to age our portion fpent. 
Nor could our nobles hope their bold attempt 
Who ruin'd crowns would coronets exempt : 
For when by their defigning leaders taught 
To ftrike at power which for themfelves they fought 
The vulgar, guUM into rebellion, armM ; 
Their blood to aflion by the prize was warm'd. 
The facred purple then and fcarlet gown. 
Like fanguine dye, to elephants was fhewn. 
Thus when the bold Typhoeus fcal'd the Iky, 
And forcM great Jove from his own heaven to fly, 
(What king, what crown, from treafon's reach is f 
If Jove and heaven can violated be ?) 
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The lefler gods, that fliarM his profperous flate. 

All fufFer'd in the exil'd Thunderer's fate. 

The rabble now fuch freedom did enjoy, 

As winds at Tea, that ufe it to deftroy : 

Blind as the Cyclop, and as wild as he. 

They own'd a lawlefs favage liberty. 

Like that our painted anceftors Co prizM, 

Ere empire^ s arts their breads had civilized. 

How great were then our Oiarles's woes, who thus 

Was forc'd to fufFer for himfelf and us I 

He, tofs'd by fate, and hurry'd up and down. 

Heir to his father's forrows, with his crown. 

Could tafte no fweets of youth's defir'd agej 

But found his life too true a pilgrimage. 

Unconquer'd yet in that forlorn eftate. 

His manly courage overcame his fate. 

His wounds he took, like Romans, on his breaft. 

Which by his virtue were with laurels dreft. 

As fouls reach heaven while yet in bodies pent. 

So did he live above his banifhment. 

That fun, which we beheld with cozen'd eyes 

Within the water, mov'd along the fkies. 

How eafy 'tis, when deftiny proves kind, 

With full-fpread fails to i-un before the wind 1 

But thofe that 'gainft ftiff gales laveering go, 

Muft be at once refolv'd and fkilful too. 

He would not, like foft Otho, hope prevent. 

But ftay'd and fuffer'd fortune to repent. 

Thefe virtues Galba in a ftranger fought. 

And Pifo to adopted empire brought. 

C 3 ^o^ 
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How fhall I then my doubtful thoughts exprcfs, 

That muft his fufferings both regret and biefs ? 

For when his early valour Heaven had croft } 

And all at Worc'fter but the honour loft j 

Forced into exile from his rightful tbronei 

He made all countries w heie he came his own j 

And, viewing monarchs' fecref. arts of fway, 

A royal fador for his kingdoms lay, 

Thus baniftiM David fpent abroad his time. 

When to be God's anointed was his crime ; 

And when reftorM, made his proud neighbburs rue 

Thofe choice remarks he from his travels drew. 

Nor is he only by afHi6lions fhown 

To conquer other realms, but rule his own : 

Recovering hardly what he loft before. 

His right endears it much j his purchafe more, 

Inur'd to fuffer ere he came to reign. 

No ra(h procedure will his aftions ftain : 

To bufmefs ripen'd by digeftive thought. 

His future rule is into method brought : 

As they, who firft proportion underftand. 

With eafy praftice reach a matter's hand. 

Well might the ancient poets then confer 

On night the honoured name of Counfeller, 

Since, fti-uck with rays of profpcrous fortune blind. 

We light alone in dark afHidions find. 

In fuch adverfities to fccpters trained, 

The name of Great his famous grandfire gainM : 

Who yet a king alone in name and right. 

With huncjcr, cold, and angry Jove did fight ; 

Shock'd 
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ShockM by a covenatiting leaguers vaft powers. 
As holy and as catholic aa our's : 
Till fortune's fruitlefs fpite had made it known. 
Her blows not ihook but riveted his throne. 

Some lazy ages, loft in ileep and eaie. 
No a6lion leave to bufy chronicles t 
Such, whofe fupine felicity but makes 
In ftory cliafms, in epocha miftakes j 
0*cr whom Time gently ihakes his wings of down. 
Till with his filent fickle they are mown. . 
Sach is not Charles's too too 2&\ve age, 
Which, govem'd by the wild diftemper'd rage 
Of fome black ftar infecting all the ikies, 
Made him at his own coft like Adam wife. 
Tremble jre nations, which fecure before, 
Laugh'd at thofe arms that 'gainft ourfdves we bore j 
Rouz'd by the lafli of his own ftiibbom tail, 
Our lion now will foreign foes a^ail. 
With alg^ who the facred altar ftrews ? 
To all the fea gods Charles an offering owes : 
A b«ll to thee, Portunus, (hall be ilain, 
A lamb to you, ye tempefts of the main s 
For thofe loud ftonns that did againft him roar. 
Have caft his fliipwreck'd veflel on the fliore. 
Yet as wife artifts mix their colours fo. 
That by degrees they from each other go ; 
Black fteals unheeded from the neighbouring white. 
Without offending the well-cozen'd fight : 
So on us flole our bleffcd change 5 while we 
Th' effc6t did feel, but fcarce the manner fee. 

C 4. ^x^i^*^ 
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Frofts that conflrain the ground, and birth deny 

To flowers that in its womb expelling lie. 

Do feldom their uAirping power withdraw. 

But raging floods purfue their hafty thaw. 

Our thaw was mild, the cold not chas'd away. 

But loft in kindly heat of lengthened day. 

Heaven would no bargain for.ift bleflings drive. 

But what we could not pay for, freely give. 

The Prince of peace would like himfelf confer 

A gift unhopM, without the price of war : 

Yet, as he knew his blefUng's worth, took care. 

That we fliould know it by repeated prayer j 

Which ftorra'd the fkies,and ravifliM Charles from ther 

As heaven itfelf is took by violence. 

Booth's forward valour only fery'd to fliow. 

He durft that duty pay we all did owe : 

Th' attempt was fair ; but heaven's prefixed hour 

Not come : Co, like the watchful traveller 

That by the moon's miftaken light did rife. 

Lay down again, and clos'd his weary eyes. 

'Twas Monk, whom Providence defign'd to loofe 

Thofe real bonds falfe freedom did impofc. 

The blefil-d faints, that watch'd this turning fccne. 

Did from tlieir ftars with joyful wonder lean. 

To fee fiiiall clues draw valleft weights along. 

Not in their bulk but in their order ftrong. 

Thus, pencils can by one flight touch rcltorc 

Smiles to tliat changed face that wept before. 

With cafe fuch fon ; chimaeras we purfue ; 

As fancy frames for fancy to fubduc ; 

5 B 
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But when ourfelves to aSion we betake. 

It fliuns the mint like gold that chemifts make. 

How hard was then his talk ! at once to be 

What in the body naturally we fee ? 

Man^s archite6l diftin£tly did ordain 

The charge of mufcles^.nervesy and of the brainy 

Through viewlefs condtits fpirits to difpenfe 5 

Tue fprings of motion from the feat of fenfe. 

Twas not the hafty produ6l of a day. 

But the well-ripen'd fruit of wife delay. 

He, like a patient angler, ere he ftrook. 

Would let him play a while upon the hook. 

Our healthful food the ftomach labours thus. 

At firft embracing what it ftraight doth crulh. 

Wife leaches will not vain receipts obtrude. 

While growing pains pronounce the humours crude : 

Deaf to complaints they wait upon the ill. 

Till fome fafe criiis authorize their (kill. 

Nor could his a6ls too clofe a vizard wear, 

To 'fcape their eyes whom guilt had taught to fear, 

And guard with caution that polluted neft. 

Whence Legion twice before was difpoffeft : 

Once facred houfe ; which when they entered in. 

They thought the place could fan6lify a fin ; 

Like thole that vainly hopM kind heaven would wink. 

While to excefs on martyrs' tombs they drii.k. 

And as devoutcr Turks firft warn their fouls 

To part, before they tafte forbidden bowls : 

So thefe, when their black crimes they went about, 

Firft timely charm'd their ufelcfs confcicncc out. 
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Religion's name againft itfelf wa« made ; 

The fhadow ferv'd the fubftance to invadt ; 

Like zealous mifllons, they did carfc pretend 

Of fouls in ihew, but made the gold their end. 

Th' incenfcd powers beheld with fcorn from high 

An heaven fo fkr diftant from the iky, 

Which durft, with horfcs hoofs that beat the ground. 

And martial brafs, bely the thunder's /bund. 

'Twas hence at length juft vengeance thought it fit 

To fpeed their ruin by their impious wit. 

Thus Sforza, <curs'd with a too fertile braiiiy 

Loft by his wiles the power his wit did gain. 

Henceforth their fougue muft fpend at leflcr rate. 

Than in its flames to wrap a nation's fate. 

Suffered to live, they are like Helots fct, 

A virtuous ihame within us to beget. 

For by example moft we finn'd before. 

And glafs-like clearnefs mixM with frailty bore. 

But fmce reform'd by what we did amifs, 

We by our fuflferings learn to prize our blifs : 

Like early lovers, whofc unpraftis'd hearts 

Were long the may-game of malicious arts. 

When once they find their jealoufies were vain. 

With double heat renew their fires again. 

"•Twas this produced the joy that hurry'd o'er 

Such fwarms of Englifli to the neighbouring (hore. 

To fetch that prize, by which Batavia made 

So rich amends for our impoverifh'd trade. 

Oh had you fecn from Schevelin's barren fhore, 

{Crowded with troops, and barren now no more,) 

Affliaed 



I 
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Affli6led Holland to his farewell briflg 

True for row, Holbnd to regi^t & king ! 

While waiting him his royal fleet did ride. 

And willing winds to their lowered fails denyM. 

The wavering ftreamers, flags, and ftandards out. 

The merry feamen's rude but chearful ftiout 5 

And laft the cannons voice that /hook the £kies. 

And, as it fares in fudden ecftafies, 

At once bereft us both of ears and eyes. 

The Nafeby, now no longer England's ihame. 

But better to be lofl: in Charles's name, 

(Like fome unequal bride in nobler (heets) 

Receives her lord : the joyful London meets 

The princely York, himfelf alone a freight ; 

The Swift-fure groans beneath great Glofter's weight : 

Secure as when the halcyon breeds, with thefe, 

He that was born to drown might cix>fs the feas. 

Heaven could not own a Providence, and take 

The wealth thiee nations ventured at a ftake. 

The fame indulgence Charles's voyage blefs'd. 

Which in his right had miracles confefsM. 

The winds that never moderation knew. 

Afraid to blow too much, too faintly blew 5 

Or, out of breath with joy, could not enlarge 

Their ftraightcn'd lungs, or confcious of their charge. 

The Britifh Amphytrite, fmooth and clear. 

In richer azure never did appear ; 

Proud her returning prince to entertain 

With the fubmittcd fafces of the main. 

AND 
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AND welcome now, great monarch, to your own j 
Behold th' approaching clifts of Albion : 
It is no longer motion cheats your view. 
As you meet it, the land approacheth you. 
The land returns, and, in the white it wears. 
The marks of penitence and forrow bears. 
But you, whofe goodnefs your defcent doth (hew. 
Your heavenly parentage and earthly too ; 
By that fame mildnefs, which your father's crown 
Before did ravifh, (hall fecure your own. 
Not tied to rules of policy, you find 
Revenge lefs fweet than a forgiving mind. 
Thus, when th' Almighty would to Mofes give 
A fight of all he could behold and live ; 
A voice before his entry did proclaim 
Long-fuffcring, goodnefs, meicy, in his name. 
Your. power to juftice doth fubmit your caufe. 
Your goodnefs only is above the laws ; 
Whofe rigid letter, while pronounc'd by you. 
Is fofter made. So winds that tempefts brew, 
When through Arabian groves they take their flight. 
Made wanton with rich odours, lofe their fpite. 
And as thofe lees, that trouble it, refine 
The agitated foul of generous wine : 
So tears of joy, for your returning, fpilt ; 
Work out, and expiate our former guilt. 
Methinks I fee thofe crouds on Dover's (Irand, 
Who, in their hafte to welcome you to land, 
Chok'd up the beach with their ftill -growing (lore. 
And made a wilder torrent on the ihore : 
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While, fpurr'd with eager thoughts of paft delight, 
Thofe, who had feen you, court a fecond fight j 
Preventing ftill your fteps, and making hafte 
To meet you often wherefoe'er you paft. 
How (hall I fpeak of that triumphant day. 
When you renew'd th' expiring pomp of May ! 
(A month that owns an intereft in your name : 
You and the flowers are its peculiar claim.) 
That ftar, that at your birth (hone out fo bright, 
It ftainM the duller fun's meridian light. 
Did once again its potent fires renew, 
Guiding our eyes to find and worfhip you. 
And now Time's whiter feries is begun, 
Which in foft centuries fhall fmoothly run : 
Thofe clouds, that overcaft your morn, fhall fly, 
Difpeird to farthefl corners of the fky. 
Our nation with united intereft bleft, 
Not now content to poize, fhall fway the reft. 
Abroad your empire fhall no limits know. 
But, like the fea, in boundlefs circles flow. 
Your much-lov'd fleet fhall, with a wide command, 
Befiege the petty monarchs of the land : 
And as old Time his offspring fwallow'd down. 
Our ocean in its depths all feas fhall drown. 
Their wealthy trade from pirates' rapine free. 
Our merchants fhall no more adventurers be : 
Nor in the fartheft Eaft thofe dangers fear. 
Which humble Holland muft diffemble here. 
Spain to your gift alone her Indies owes ; 
For what the powerful takes not he bcftows \ 
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An4 France, that did an exile's pi-efence fear. 

May juftly apprehend yo\i frill too near. 

At home the hateful names of parties ceafe, 

And fa6lious fouls are wearied into peace. 

The difcontented now are only they, 

Whofe crimes before did your juft caufe betray : 

Of thofc your edicts fome reclaim from fm, 

But moft your life wd bleft example win. 

Oh happy prince, whom heaven hath taught the way 

By paying vows to have more vows to pay ! 

Oh happy age ! Oh times like thofe alone, 

By fate referv'd for great Auguftus' throne ! 

When the joint growth of arms and arts forefhcw 

The world a monarch, and that monarch you. 

To His SACRED MAJESTY. 
A Panegyric on his Coronation. 

TN that wild deluge where the world was drown'd, 
-■' When life and fin one common tomb had found, 
The firft fmall profpe6l of a rifing hill 
With various notes of joy the ark did fill : 
Yet when that flood in its own depths was drowned. 
It left behind it falfe and flippery ground ; 
And the more folemn pomp was ftill deferred, 
Till new-born nature in frefti looks appeared. 
Thus, royal fir, to fee you landed here. 
Was caufc enough of triumph for a year : 
Nor would your care thofe glorious joys repeat, 
Till they at once might be fccurc and great : 

Till 
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rill your kind beams, by their continued (by, 

fiad warmM the ground, and call'd the damps away. 

Such vapours, while your powerful influence dries. 

Then fooneft vanifh when they higheft rife. 

Had greater hafte thefe facred rites prepared. 

Some guilty months had ra your triumphs IharM ? 

But this untainted year is all your own ; 

Your glories may without our crimes be (hown. 

We had not yet exhaufted all our ftore. 

When you refrefh'd our joys by adding more : 

As heaven, of old, difpens'd celeftial dew. 

You gave us manna, and ftlll give us new. 

Now our fad ruins are removed from fight. 
The feafon too comes fraught with new delight t 
Time feems not now beneath his years to (loop. 
Nor do his wings with fickly feathers droop : 
Soft weftem winds waft o'er the gaudy fpring. 
And opcn'd fcenes of flowers and bloflbms bring. 
To grace this happy day, while you appear. 
Not king of us alone, but of the year. 
AH eyes you draw, and with the eyes the heart : 
Of your own pomp yourfelf the greatefl: part : 
Loud (houts the nation'^s happinefs proclaim. 
And heaven this day is feafted with your name. 
STour cavalcade the fair fpeftators view, 
Prom their high (landings, yet look up to you. 
From your brave train each finglcs out a prey. 
And longs to date a conqueft from your day. 
^ow charg'd with bleflings while you feek repofe, 
!)fiiciou$ flumbcrs hafte your eyes to clofe \ 
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And glorious dreams ftand ready to reftore 

The pleafing fhapes of all you law before. 

Next to the facred temple you are led. 

Where waits a crown for your more facred head : 

How juftly from the church that crown is due, 

Preferv'd from ruin, and reftor'd by you ! 

The grateful choir their harmony employ, 

Not to make greater, but more folemn joy. 

Wrapt foft and warm your name is fent on high. 

As flames do on the wings of incenfe fly : 

Mufic herfelf is loft, in vain flie brings 

Her choiceft notes to praife the beft of kings : 

Her melting ftrains in you a tomb have found. 

And lie like bees in their own fweetnefs drown'd. 

He that brought peace, all difcord could atone. 

His name is mufic of itfelf alone. 

Now while the facred oil anoints your head. 

And fragrant fcents, begun from you, are fpread 

Through the large dome ; the people's joyful found 

Sent back, is ftill prefervM in hallow'd ground j 

Which in one blefllng mix'd defcends on you ; 

As heightened fpirits fall in richer dew. 

Not that our wifhes do increafe your ftore. 

Full of yourfelf you can admit no more : 

We add not to your glory, but employ 

Our time, like angels, in exprefling joy. 

Nor is it duty, or our hopes alone, 

Create that joy, but full fruition : 

We know thofe bleiTings which we muft poflefs. 

And judge of future by paft happlnefs. 

1 
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Ko promI(e can oblige a prince Co much 

Still to be good, as long to have been fuch. 

A noble emulation heats your breaft, 

And your own fame now robs yon of your reft. 

Good a^lions ftill muft be maintain^ with good. 

As bodies nourifhM with refembling food. 

You have already qucnch'd fcdition's brand 5 

And zeal, which burnt it, only warms the land. 

The jealous re6ls, that dare not truft their caufe 

So far from their own will as to the laws, 

Vou for their umpire and their fynod take, 

And their appeal alone to Caefar make. 

Kind heaven fo rare a temper did provide, 

That guilt repenting might in it confide. 

Among our crimes oblivion may be fet : 

But 'tis our king's perfection to forget. 

Virtues unknown to tliefe rough northern climes 

From milder heavens you bring without their crimes. 

Your calmnefs does no after-ftorms provide. 

Nor feeming patience mortal anger hide. 

When empire firft from families did fpring. 

Then eveiy father governed as a king : 

But you, that are a fovei-eign prince, allay 

Imperial power with your paternal fway. 

From thofe great cares when eafe your foul unbends^ 

Your pleafures are defign'd to noble ends ? 

Bom to command the miftrefs of the feas. 

Your thoughts themfelves in that blue empire picafc. 

Hither in fummer evenings you repair 

To tafte the fraicbeur of the purer air : 

VOL.1. D . \3tv. 
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Undaunted here you ride, when winter raves. 

With Caefar's heart that rofe above the waves. 

More I could fing, but fear my numbers ftays j 

No loyal fubjedl dares that courage praife. 

In ftately frigates moft delight you find. 

Where well-drawn battles fire your martial mind. 

What to your cares we owe, is learnt from hence. 

When ev'n your pleafures ferve for our defence. 

Beyond, your court flows in th* admitted tide, 

Where in new depths the wondering fifties glide s 

Here in a royal bed the waters deep ; 

When, tir'd at fea, within this bay they creep. 

Here the miftruftful fowl no harm fufpe^s. 

So fafe are all things which our king prote£^s. 

From your IoyM Thames a blefUng yet is due. 

Second alone to that it brought in you ; 

A queen, near whofe chafte womb, ordainM by fa?t 

The fouls of kings unborn for bodies wait. 

It was your love before made difcord ceafe : 

Your love is deftinM to your country's peace* 

Both Indies, rivals in your bed, provide 

With gold or jewels to adorn your bride. 

This to a mighty king prefents rich ore. 

While that with incenfe does a god implore. 

Two kingdoms wait your doom, and, as you choose 

This muft receive a crown, or that muft lofe. 

Thus from your royal oak, like Jove's of old. 

Are anfwers fought, and deftinies foretold : 

Propitious oracles arc begg'd with vows. 

And crowns that grow upon the facred boughs. 

5 Yo 
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Your fubjefts, while you weigh the nation''s fate, 
Sufpend to both their doubtf\il love or hate : 
Chufe only, fir, that fo they may poffefs 
With their own peace their children's happinefs. 

To the L o R D Chancellor HYDE. 
Prefented on New- Year's Day, 1662. 

My Lord, 

"ITTH ILB flattering crouds officioufly appear 

^ To give themfelves, not yoii, an happy j'ear { 
And by the greatnefs of their prefents prove 
How much they hope, but not how well they love j 
The Mufes, who your early courtlhip boaft. 
Though now your flames are with their beauty lofl*. 
Yet watch their time, that, if you have forgot 
They were your miftrefTcs, the world may not : 
Decay*d by time and wars, they only prove 
Their former beauty by your former love j 
And now prefent, as ancient ladies do. 
That courted long, at length are forc'd' to woo. 
For ftill they look on you with fuch kind eyes. 
As thofe that fee the church''s fovereign rife ; 
From their own order chofe, in whofe high Utte, 
They think themfelves the fecond choice of fate. 
When our great monarch into exile went, 
Wit and religion fuffer'd banifliment. 
Thus once, when Troy was wrapM in fire and fmoke. 
The helplefs £od8 their bumiog /brines forfook \ 
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They with the vanquifh'd prince and party go. 
And leave their temples empty to the foe. 
At length the Mufes ftand, reftor'd again 
To that gjrcat charge which nature did ordain ; 
And their lovM Druids feem revived by fate, 
While you difpenfe the laws, and guide the ftatc. 
The nation^s foul, our monarch, does difpenfe. 
Through you, to us, his vital influence ; 
You are the channel, where thofe fpirits flow. 
And work them higher, as to us they go. 

In open profpe6^ nothing bounds our eye, 
Untill the earth feems join'd unto the iky : 
So in this hemifphere our utmoft view 
Is only bounded by our king and you : 
Our fight is limited where you arc join'd. 
And beyond that no farther heaven can And. 
So well your virtues do with his agree. 
That, though your orbs of different greatnefs be. 
Yet both are for each other^s ufe difpos'd. 
His to inclofe, and yours to be inclosM. 
Nor could another in your room have been. 
Except an emptinefs had come between. 
Well may he then to you his cares impart. 
And (hare his burden where he (hares his heart* 
In you his ileep ftill wakes ; his pleafures find 
Their fhare of bufinefs in your laboring mind. 
So when the weary fun his place refigns. 
He leaves his light, and by refleftion fhines. 

Juftice, that fits and frowns where public Jaws 
Exclude fofe mercy from a private caufe, 
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In your tribunal moft herfelf does pleafe ; 

There only fmiles becaufe (he lives at eafe ; 

And, like young David, finds her ftrength the morc;^ 

When dinncumberM from thofe arms (he wore. 

Heaven would our royal mailer fhould exceed 

Moft in that virtue, which we moft did need j 

And his mild father (who too late did find 

All mercy vain but what with power was joinM) 

His fatal goodnefs left to fitter times. 

Not to increafe, but to abfolve, our crimes : 

But when the heir of this vaft ti-eafure knew 

How large a legacy was left to you 

(Too great for any fubjeft to retain), 

He wifely ty'd it to the crown again : 

Yet, pailing through your hands, it gathers more. 

As ftreams, through mines, bear tinfture of their ore» 

While empiric politicians ufe deceit. 

Hide what they give, and cure but by a cheat j 

You boldly fhew that Ikill which they pretend. 

And work by means as noble as your end : 

Which fhould you veil, we might unwind the clue. 

As men do nature, till we came to you. 

And as the Indies were not found, before 

Thofe rich perfumes, which, from the happy fhore. 

The winds upon their balmy wings conveyed, 

Whofe guilty fweetnefs firft their world betray'd j 

So by your couniels we are brought to view 

A rich and undifcover'd worLd in .you. 

By you our monarch does that fame afTure, 

Which kings muR have, or cannot live Cecure ; 

D 3 Yo\ 
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For profperous princes gain their fubjefts hc?irt, 
Who love that praife in wjiich themfelves haye pait. 
By you he fits thofe fubjefts to pbey, 
As heaven's eternal monarc]i does convey 
His power unfeen, ^nd man to his defigns. 
By his bright nii^iiAers the ftars, inclines. 

Our fetting fun, from his declining feat. 
Shot beams of kindnefs on you, not of heat : 
And, when his love was bounded in a few. 
That were unhappy that they might be true. 
Made you the favourite of his laft fad times. 
That is a fufFerer in his fubjedls crimes : 
Thus thofe firft favours you received, were fent, 
Like heaven's rewards in earthly punifhraent. 
Yet fortune, confcious of your deftiny, 
Ev'n then took care to lay you foftly by ; 
And wrap'd your fate among her precious things. 
Kept frefti to be unfolded with your king's. 
Shewn all at once you dazzled fo our eyes. 
As new-bom Pallas did the gods furprize : 
When, fpringing forth from Jove's new-clofmg woumij 
She ftruck the warlike fpear into the ground j 
Which fprouting leaves did fuddenly inclofe, 
And peaceful olives (haded as they rofe. 

How ftrangely a6live tire the arts of peace, 
Whofe reftlcfs motions lefs than wars do ceafc I 
Peace is not freed from labour but from noife j 
And war more force, but not more pains employs : 
Such is the mighty fwiftnefs of your mind. 
That, like the earth, it leaves our fenfe behind, 

Willi 
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WKUe you fo fmoothly turn and rowl our fphere> 

That rapid motion docs but reft appear. 

For, as in nature^s fwiftncfs, with the throng 

Of flying orbs while ours is borne along. 

All feems at reft to the deluded eye, 

Mor'd by the foul of the fame harmony. 

So, carried on by your unwearied care. 

We reft in peace, and yet in motion ftiare^ 

Let envy then thofe crimes within you fee. 

From which the happy never muft be free 5 

Envy, that does with mifery refide. 

The joy and the revenge of ruin'd pride. 

Think it not hard, if at fo cheap a rate 

You can fecure the conftancy of fate, 

Whofe kindnefs fent what does their malice feem. 

By leffer ills the greater to redeem. 

Nor can we this weak fhower a tempeft call. 

But drops of heat, that in the fun-fhine fall. 

You have already wearied fortune fo. 

She cannot farther be your friend or foe 5 

But Hts all breathlefs, and admires to feel 

A fate fo weighty, that it ftops her wheel. 

In all things elfe above our humble fate. 

Your equal mind yet fwells not into ftate. 

Bat, like fome mountain in thofe happy iflesy 

Where in perpetual fpring young nature fmiles^ 

Your greatnefs (hews : no horror to afFright| 

But trees for (hade, and flowers to court tht fight : 

Sometimes the hill fubmits itfelf a while 

la fmall defcents, which do its height beguile ; 

D 4 And 
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And fotnetimes mounts, but Co as billows play, 
Whofe rife not hinders, but makes fliort our way. 
Your brow, which does no fear of thunder know. 
Sees rowling tempefts vainly beat below 5 
And, like Olympus' top, th' impreflion weSirs 
Of love and friendfhip writ in former years. 
Yet, unimpaired with labours, er with time. 
Your age but feems to a new youth to climb. 
Thus heavenly bodies do our time beget. 
And meafure change, but (hare no part of it. 
And ftill it (hall without a weight increafe, 
Like this new-year, whofe motions never ceafe. 
For fmce the glorious courfe you have begun 
Is led by Charles, as that is by the fun. 
It muft both weightlefs and immortal prove, 
Becaufe the centre of it is above. 

SATIRE on the DUTCH. 
Written in the Year 1662. 
A S needy gnllants, in the fcrivener's hands, 
-^^ Court the rich knaves that gripe their mortgagM 

lands ; 
The firft fat buck of all the feafon's fent. 
And keeper takes no fee in compliment ; 
The dotage of fome Engliflimen is fuch. 
To fawn on thofe, who ruin them, the Dutch. 
They (hall have all, rather than make a war 
With thofe, who of the fame religion are. 
The Straits, the Guiney-trade, the herrings too 5 
Nay, to keep friendfliip, they (hall pickle you. 

5 Some 
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Some are refolvM not to find out the cheat, 

But, cuckold-like, love them that do the feat. 

What injuries foe'er upon us fall, 

Yet ftill the fame religion anfwers all. 

Religion wheedled us to civil war. 

Drew Engliih blood, and Dutchmen'^s now would fpare. 

Be guird no longer ; for you'll find it true, 

They have no more religion, faith ! than you. 

Intereft's the god they worlhip in their ft ate, 

And we, I take it, have not much of that. 

Well monarchies may own religion's name. 

But ftates are atheills in their very frame. 

They (hare a fin ; and fuch proportions fall. 

That, like a ftink, 'tis nothing to them all. 

Think on their rapine, falfhood, cruelty. 

And that what once they were, they ftill would be. 

To one well-born th"* affront is worfe and more. 

When he's abus'd and baffled by a boor. 

With an ill grace the Dutch their mifchiefs do ; 

They Vc both ill nature and ill manners too. 

Well may they boaft themfelves an ancient nation ; 

For they were bred ere manners were in fafhion : 

And their new commonwealth has fet them free 

Only from honour and civility. 

Venetians do not more uncouthly ride. 

Than did their lubber ftate mankind beftridc. 

Their fway became them with as ill a mien, 

As their own paunches fwell above their chin. 

Yet is their empire no true growth but humour, 

And only two kings' touch can cure the tumour. 

As 
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As Cato, fruits of Afric did difplay 5 
Let us before our eyes their Indies lay : 
All loyal Englifh will like him conclude ; 
Let Caefar live, and Carthage be fubducd. 

To her Royal Highnefs the Dutchess of York 
on the memorable Viftory gained by the Duki 
over the Hollanders, June the 3d, 1665 
and on her Journey afterwards into the North 

Madam, 

"TT 7 HEN, for our fakes, your hero you refipjn'd 
^ To fwelling fcas, and every faithlefs wind ; 
When you released his courage, and fet free 
A valour fatal to the enemy j 
You lodgM your country's cares within your breaft 
(The manfion where foft love fliould only reft : 
And, ere our foes abroad were overcome, 
The nobleft conqueft you had gain'd at home. 
Ah, what concerns did both your fouls divide ! 
Your honour gave us what your love denied : 
And 'twas for him much cafier to fubduc 
Thofe foes he fought with, than to part from you. 
That glorious day, which two fuch navies faw. 
As each unmaichM might to the world give law. 
Neptune, yet doubtful whom he (hould obey, 
Held to them both the trident of the fca : 
The winds were huuiM, the waves in ranks were caft, 
As awfully as when God's people paft ; 

Thofc, 
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Thofc, yet uncertain on whofe fails to blow, 

Thefe, where the wealth of nations ought to flow. 

Then with the duke your highnefs rul'd the day ; -j 

While all the brave did his command obey, > 

The fair and pious under you did pray. ^ 

How powerful are chafte vows ! the wind and tide 

You bribM to combat on the Englifh fide. 

Thus to your much-lovM lord you did convey 

An unknown fuccour, fent the neaieft way. 

New vigour to his weaiied arms you brought, 

(So Mofes was upheld while Ifrael fought) 

While, from afar, we heard the cannon play. 

Like dillant thunder on a fhiny day. 

For abfent friends we were afhamM to fear, 

When we confiderM what you ventured there. 

Ships, men, and arms, our country might reftore 5 

But fuch a leader could fupply no more. 

With generous thoughts of conqueft he did bum. 

Yet fought not more to vanquifh than return. 

Fortune and victory he did purfue. 

To bring them as his (laves to wait on you. 

Thus beauty rrwifh'd the rewards of fame, 

And the fair triumph'd when the brave o'ercame. 

Then, as you meant to fpie^d another way 

By land your conquefts, f?.r as his by fca, 

Leaving our foiuhern c'ime, you march'J ulong 

The ftubbom North, ten thoufand Cupids ftrong. 

Like commons the nobility refort, 

In crowding heaps, to fill your moving court : 

To 
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To welcome your approach the vulgar run. 

Like fome new envoy from the diftant fun. 

And country beauties by their lovers go, 

Bleiling themfelves, and wondering at the (how. 

So when the new-born Phoenix firft is feen, 

Her feathered fubjefts all adore their queen, 

And v'hile fhe makes her progrefs through the Eaft, 

From every grove her numerous train's increased : 

Each Poet of the air her glory fings, 

A^d round him the pleas'd audience clap their wings. 
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'o the Metropolis of Great-Britain, tie 
moft renowned and late flouriihing CITY of 
LONDON, in its Representatives, the 
Lord-Mayor and Court of Aldermen, the 
Sheriffs, and Common-Council of it. 

A S perhaps I am the firft who ever prefented a work 
• *" of this nature to the metropolis of any nation ; fo 
t is likewife confonant to juftice, that he who was to 
;ive the firft example of fuch a dedication fhould bc- 
fin it with that city, which has fet a pattern to all 
•thers of true loyalty, invincible courage, and on- 
haken conftancy. Other cities have been praifed for the 
*amc virtues, but I am much deceived if any have fa 
Icarly purcltafed their reputation ; their fame has been 
wn them by cheaper trials than an expenfive, though 
iccelTary war, a confuming pcftilence, and a more con- 
suming fire. To fubmit yourfelves with that humility 
•0 the judgments of heaven, and at the fame time to 
^ yourfelves with that vigour above all human enc- 
nies ; to be combated at once from above and from 
Jclow, to be ftruck down and to triumph : I know 
lot whether fuch trials have been ever paralleled in any 
lation : the refolution and fuccefles of them never can 
)c. Never had prince or people more mutual reafon to 
ovc each other, if fuffering for each other can endear 
iffeftion. You have come together a pair of matchlefs 
overs, through many difficulties ; he, through a long 
xilc, various travcrfes of fortune, and the interpofition 

of 
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of many rivals, who violently ravifhed and with-held 
you from him : and certainly you have had your (hare 
in fufFerings. But Providence has cart upon you want 
of trade, that you might appear bountiful to your coun- 
try's neceflities ; and the reft of your affliflions are not 
more the effects of God's difpleafure (frequent exam- 
ples ©f them having been in the reign of the moft excel- 
lent princes) than occafions for the manifefting of your 
chriftian and civil virtues. To you therefore this Year 
of Wonders is juftly dedicated, becaufe you have made 
it fo. You, who are to (land a wonder to all years 
and ages ; and who have built yourfelves an immortal 
monument on your own ruins. You are now a Phoenix 
in her afhes, and, as far as humanity can approach, a 
great emblem of the fufFering Deity : but heaven never 
made fo much piety and virtue to leave it miferable. I 
have heard, indeed, of fome virtuous perfons who have 
ended unfortunately, but never of any virtuous na- 
tion ; Providence is engaged too deeply when the caufc 
becomes fo general ; and I cannot imagine it has re- 
folved the ruin of that people at home, which it has 
blelTed abroad with fuch fuccefles. I am therefore to 
conclude, that your fufFerings are at an end j and that 
one part of my poem has not been more an hiftory of 
your deftru6lion, than the other a prophecy of your re- 
ftoration. The accomplifliment of which happinefs, as 
it is the wifti of all true Englifhmen, fo is it by none 
more paflionately defired, than by. 

The greateft of your admirers. 

And moft humble of your fervants, 

John Dryden. 
An 
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An Account of the cnfuing POEM, 

In a LETTER to the 

Hon. Sir ROBERT HOWARD. 

S I Ry 

T AM fo many ways obliged to you, and fo little 
*'' able to return your favours, that, like thofe who 
owe too much, I can only live by getting farther into 
your debt. You have not only been careful of my 
fortune, which was the efFe6l of your nollcnefs, but 
you have been folicitous cf my reputation, which is 
that of your kindnefs. It is not long fmce I gave you 
the trouble of penifing a play for me, and now, Inftead 
of an acknowledgment, I have given you a greater, in 
the corre£lion of a poem. But lince you are to bear 
thif periecution, I will at leaft give you the encourage- 
ment of a martyr j you could never fuffer in a nobler 
caufe. For I have chofen the moft heroic fiibjeft, 
which any poet could defu-e : I have taken upon mc to 
defcribe the motives, the beginning, progrefs, and fuc- 
ceffi», of a moft juft and neceflary war 5 in it, the care, 
management, and prudence of our king ; the condu6l 
and valour of a royal admiral, and of two incompara* 
ble generals $ the invincible courage of our captains 
and (eamen ; and three glorious victories, the refult of 
all. After this, I have, in the Fire, the moft deplor- 
able, but withal the greateft, aigument that can be ima- 
VOL. I. E gineds 
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gincd : the deftiuftion being fo fwift, fo fudden, Co 
vaft and miferable, as nothing can parallel in ftory. 
The former part of this poem, relating to the war, is 
but a due expiation for my not having ferved my king 
and country in it. All gentlemen are almoft obliged 
to it : and I know no reafon we fhould give that ad- 
vantage to the commonalty of England, to be foremoft 
in brave a6lions, which the nobles of France would 
never fuffer in their peafants. 1 fhould not have writ- 
ten this but to a perfon who has been ever forward 
to appear in all employments whither his honour and 
generofity have called him. The latter part of my 
poem, which defcribes the Fire, I owe, firft to the 
piety and fatherly afFe£lion of our monarch to his fuf- 
fering fubjefts 5 and, in the fecond place, to the cou- 
rage, loyalty, and magnanimity of the city 5 boA 
which were fo confpicuous, that I wanted words to 
celebrate them as they dcferve. I have called my poem 
Hiftorical, not Epic, though both the a£lions and a6lor8 
are as much heroic as any poem can contain. But /ince 
the a6Uon is not properly one, nor that accomplifhed 
in the laft fuccefTes, I have judged it too bold a tide 
for a few ftanzas, which are little more in number than 
a fmgie Iliad, or the longeft of the ^neids. For this 
reafon (I mean not of length, but broken a6lion, tied 
too feverely to the laws of hiftory) I am apt to agi^ 
with thofe, who rank Lucan, rather among hiftorians 
in verfe, than Epic poets : in whofe room, if I am not 
deceived, Silius Italicus, though a worfe writer, may 
more juftly be admitted. I have chofen'to write my 
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Q in quatrains, or ftanzas of four in alternate rhyme, 
ufc I have ever judged them more noble, and of 
tcr dignity, both for the found ami numl>er, than 
other verfe in ufe amongft us ; in which I am fure 
ve your approbation. The learned languages have 
linly a great advantage of us, in not being tied to 
Qavery of any rhyme j and were lefs con (trained in 
quantity of every fylJable, which they might vary 
I fpondecs or da6lyls, befides fo many other helps 
raiDinatical figures, for the lengthening or abbre- 
i)n of them, than the modern are in the clofe of 
one fyllable, which often confines, and more often 
upts, the fenfe of all the refl. But in thia necef- 
of our rhymes, I have always found the couplet 
b raofl eafy, though not fo proper for this occafion : 
there the work is fooner at an end, every two lines 
:luding the labour of the poet 5 but in quatrains he 
) carry it fariher on, and not only fo, but to bear 
\g in his head the troublefome fcnfe of four lines 
ither. For thofe, who write correctly in this kind, 
\ needs acknowledge, tliat the h& line of the ftan7.a 
> be confidered in the compofition of the firft. Kci- 
• can we give ourfelves the liberty of making any 
t of a verfe for the fake of rhyme, or concluding 
li a word which is not current Englllh, or ufmg the 
cty of female rhymes j all which our fathers prac- 
1 : and for the female rhymes, they are ftill in ufe 
mgft other nations j with the Italian in every line, 
h the Spaniard promifcuoufly, with the French al- 
lately ; as thofe who have read the Alarique, the 
E a Pu- 
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Pucelle, or any of their later poems, will agree wiA 
me. And bciides this, they wiite in Alexandrins, or 
Verfbs of fix feet ; fuch as amongft us is the old tranf- 
latioh of Homer by Chapman : all which, by length- 
ning of their chain, makes the fphere of their activity 
the larger. I have dwelt too long upon the choice of 
my ftanza, which you may remember is much better 
defended in the preface to Gondibert 5 and therefore I 
will hafteh to acquaint you with my endeavours in the 
wHtiilg. In general I will only fay, I have never yet 
feen the defcrlptlon of any naval fight in the proper 
terms which are ufed at fea : and if there be any fuch 
in aiiother language, as that of Lucan in the third of 
hisPharfalia, yet I could not avail myfelf of it in the 
Englifh ; the terms of art in every tongue bearing 
more of the idiom of It than any other words. Wc 
hear indeed among our poets, of the thundering of 
guns, the fmoke, the diforder, and the daughter ; but 
all thefe are common notions. And certainly, as tbiote 
vrho in a logical difpute keep in general terms, would 
hide a fallacy ; fo thofe who do it in any poetical de- 
fcription, would veil their ignorance. 

** Defcrlptas ftivare vices operumque colores^ 
** Cur ego, fi nequeo ignoroque, Poeta falutor ?" 
For my own part, if I had little knowledge of the fea» 
yet I have thought it no ihame to learn t and if I have 
made fome few miftakes, it is only, as you can bear me 
witnefs, becaufe I have wanted opportunity to corrcft 
them J the whole poem being firft written, and now 
5 ftnt 
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ftm from a place where I have not Co much as 
onverfe of any Teaman. Yet though the trouble I 
n writing it was great, it was no more than re- 
cnied by tfie pleafure. I found myfelf fo warm 
lebrating the praifes of military men, two fuch 
ially as the prince and general, that it is no won- 
f they infpired me with thoughts above my ordi- 
level. And I am well fatisiied, that, as they are 
nparably the beft fubjeft I ever had, excepting only 
oyal family, fo alfo, that this I have written of 
I is much better than what I have performed on 
other. I have been forced to help out other argu- 
ts i but this has been bountiful to me : they have 
low and barren of praife, and I have exalted them, 
made them fruitful ; but here — ** Omnia fponte fua 
ddit juftiffima tellus." I have had a large, a fair, and 
:afant field j fo fertile, that without my cultivating^ 
IS given me two harvefts in a fumnier, and in both 
%fled the reaper. All other greatnefs in fubje^ls is 
' counterfeit : it will not endure the teft of danger ; 
greatnefs of arms is only real : other greatnefs 
lens a nation with its weight ; this fupports it with 
faiength. And as it is the happinefs of the age, fo 
the peculiar goodnefs of the beft of kings, that 
may praife his fubje^ls without offending him. 
ibtlefs it proceeds from a juft confidence of his own 
le, which the luftre of no other can be fo great as 
arken in him ; for the good or the valiant are never 
y praifed under a bad or a degenerate prince. JBut 
:turn from this digreilion to a farther account of 
E 3 my 
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my poem ; I miift crave leave to tell you, that as I 
have endeavoured to adorn it with noble thoughts, Co 
much more to exprefs thofe thoughts with elocutioa. 
The compofition of all poems is, or ought to be, of 
wit 5 and wit in the poet, or wit-writing (if you will 
give me leave to ufe a fchool-diftinftion) is no other 
than the faculty of imagination in the writer, which, 
like a nimble fpaniel, beats over and ranges through 
the field of memory, till it fprings the quarry it hunted 
after: or, without metaphor, which fearches over all 
the memory for the fpecies or ideas of thofe things 
which it defigns to reprefent. Wit written is that 
which is well defined, the happy refult of thought, or 
produ6l of imagination. But to proceed from wit, in 
the general notion of it, to the proper wit of an heroic 
or hiftorical poem ; I judge it chiefly to confiit in the 
delightful imaging of perfons, a61:ions, pafllons, or 
thmgs. It is not the jerk or fting of an epigram, nor 
the feeming contradiflion of a poor antithefis (the de- 
light of an ill-judging audience in a play of rhyme), 
nor the gingle of a more poor Paranomafia ; neither is 
it fo mi;ch the morality of a grave fentence, aflfe^ted 
by Lucan, but more fparingly iifed by Virgil j but it 
is fome lively and apt dcfcription, drefl'ed in fuch co- 
lours of fpecch, that it fets before your eyes the abfent 
obje6l, as perfc^lly, and more delightfully than nature. 
So then the firft happinefs of the poet's imagination is 
properly invention or finding of the thought; the fc- 
cond is fancy, or the variation, deriving or moulding 
of that thought as the judgment rcprclcnts it proper to 
5' the 
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the fubjcft i the third is elocution, or the art of cloath- 
iBg and adorning that thought, io found and varied, in 
apt, figcificant, and founding words : the quicknefs of 
the imagination is feen in the invention, the fertility 
in die fancy, and the accuracy in the expreflion. For 
the two firft of thefe, Ovid is famous amongil the 
popts ; for the latter, Virgil. Ovid images more often 
the movements and aiFe£lions of the mind, either com- 
bating between two contrary paffions, or extremely 
difcompofed by one. His words therefore are the leaft 
part of his care ; for he pictures nature in diforder, 
with which the ftudy and choice of words is inconfi- 
ftent. This is the proper wit of dialogue or difcourfe, 
and confcquently of the drama, where all that is fald 
is to be fuppofed the efFe6l of fudden thought ; which, 
though it excludes not the quicknefs of wit in repar- 
tees, yet admits not a too curious ele6Hon of words, 
too frequent allufions, or ufe of tropes, or in fine any 
thing that fhews remotenefs of thought or labour in the 
wiiter. On the other fide, Virgil fpeaks not fo often 
to us in the perfon of another, like Ovid, but in his 
own : he relates almoft all things as from himfelf, and 
thereby gains more liberty than the other, to expi^efs 
his thoughts with all the graces of elocution, to write 
more figuratively, and to confefs as well the labour as 
the force of his imagination. Though he defcribes his 
Dido well and naturally, in the violence of her pafTions, 
yet he mufl yield in that to the Myrrha, the Biblis, the 
Althaea, of Ovid -, for, as great an admirer of him as 
I am, I mui1: acknowledge, that if I fee not more of 
£ 4 their 
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their fouls than I fee of Didoes, at leaft I have a great- 
er concernment for them : and that convinces me, that 
Ovid has touched thofe tender ftrokes more delicately 
than Virgil could. But when adlion or perfons are to 
be defcribed, when any fuch image is to be fet before 
us, how bold, how mafterly are the ftrokes of Virgil I 
We fee the objefts he prefents us with in their native 
figures, in their proper motions 5 but fo we fee them, 
as our own eyes could never have beheld them fo beau- 
tiful in themfelves. We fee the foul of the poet, like 
that univerfal one of which he fpeaks, informing and 
moving through all his pictures : 
**— Totamque infufa per artus 
*' Mens agitat molem, & magno fe corpore mifcet/* 
We behold him embellishing his images, as be makes 
Venus breathing beauty upon her fon ^meas." 
« I lumenque juventae 

** Purpureum, & laetos oculis afflarat honorcs : 
*' Quale manus addunt ebori decus, aut vbi flavo 
^* Argentum Pariufve lapis circumdatur auro." 

See his Tempeft, his Funeral Sports, his Combat of 
Tumus and -ffineas : and in his Georgics, which I 
cfteem the divineft part of all his writings, the Plague, 
the Country, the Battle of the Bulls, the Labour of the 
Bees, and thofe many other excellent images of nature, 
moft of which are neither great in themfelves, nor have 
any natural ornament to bear them up : but the words 
wherewith he defcrlbes them are fo excellent, that it 
might be well applied to him, which was faid by Ovid, 

"Ma- 
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*« Materiem fuperabat opus :" thevery found of his words 
has often fomewhat that is connatural to the fubjeft ; 
and while we read him, we fit, as in a play, beholding 
the fcenes of what he reprcfcnts. To perform this, he 
made frequent ufe of tropes, which you know change 
the nature of a known word, by applying it to fome 
other fignification ; and this is it which Horace means 
in his epifUe to the Pifo*s : 

*' Dixeris egregie, notum fi callida verbum 

** Reddiderit jun6lura novum——'' 

But I am fcnfible I have prefumed too far to enter- 
tain you with a rude difcourfe of that ait which you 
both know fo well, and put into practice with fo much 
happinefs. Yet, before I leave Virgil, I muft own the 
vanity to tell you, and by you the world, that he has 
been my mafter in this poem : I have followed him 
every where, I know not with what fuccefs, but I am 
fure with diligence enough : my images are many of 
them copied from him, and the reft are imitations of 
him. My expreffions alfo are as near as the idioms of 
the two languages would admit of in tranflation. And 
this, fir, I have done with that boldnefs, for which I 
will ftand accountable to any of our little critics, who, 
perhaps, are no better acquainted with him than I am. 
Upon your firft pcrufal of this poem, you have taken 
notice of forae words, wliich I have innovated (if it 
be too bold for me to fay refined) upon his Latin ; 
which, as I offer not to introduce into Englifh profe, 
{o I hope they are neither improper, nor altogether in- 
elegant in verie 5 and^ in this, Horace will again de- 
fend me. 
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«* Et nova fi£laque nuper habebunt verba fidcm, (i 
** Graeco fonte cadant, parce detorta— "' 

The inference is exceeding plain : for if a Roman 
poet might have liberty to coin a word, fuppofing 
only that it was derived from the Greek, was put into 
a Latin termination, and that he ufed this liberty but 
feldom, and with modefty 5 how much more juftlymay 
I challenge that privrile2:e to do it with the fame pre- 
requifites, from the beft and moft judicious of Latin 
writers ! In fome places, where either the fancy or the 
words were his', or any other's, I have noted it in the 
margin, that I might not feera a plagiaiy j in others I 
have neglefted it, to avoid as well tedioufnefs, as the 
afFe6lation of doing it too often. Such defcriptions or 
images well wrought, which I promife not for mine, 
are, as I have faid, the adequate delight of heroic 
poefy ; for they beget admiration, which is its proper 
objeft ; as the images of the burlefque, which is con- 
trary to this, by the fame reafon beget laughter; for 
the one (hews nature beautified, as in the pifture of a 
fair woman, which we all admire 5 the other (hews her 
.deforme^l, as in that of a lazar, or of a fool with dif- 
torted face and antique geftures, at which we cannot 
forbear to laugh, becaufe it is a deviation from na- 
ture. But though the fame images ferve equally for 
the Epic poefy, and for the hiftoric and panegyric, 
^which are branches of it, yet a feveral fort of fculp- 
ture is to be ufed in them. If fome of them arc to 
he like thofc of Juvenal, ** Stantes in curribus ^mi- 

" liani," 
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** liani,'*'' hcFoes drawn in their triumphal chariots, and 
in their full proportion ; others are to be like that of 
Virgil, " Spirantia mollius aera :" there is fomewhat 
mf»« of foftnefs and tendemefs to be fliewn in them. 
You will foon find I write not this without concern. 
Some, who have (ben a paper of verfes, which I wrot« 
laft year to her Highnefs the Dutchefs, have accufed 
them of that only thing I could defend in them. 
They faid, I did " humi ferpere ;" that I wanted not 
only height of fancy, but dignity of words, to fet it 
off. I might well aniwer with that of Horace, *« Nunc 
" non ei-at his locus;"' I knew I addreffed them to a lady, 
and accordingly I afre6led the foftnefs of expreflion, 
and the fmoothnefs of meafure, rather than the height 
of thought ; and in what I did endeavour, it is no 
vanity to fay I have fucceedcd. I deleft arrogance { 
but there is fome difference betwixt that and a juft de- 
fence. But I will not farther bribe your candor, or 
the reader's. I leave them to fpeak for me ; and, if 
they can, to make out that chara6ler, not pretending 
to a greater, which I have given them. 

And now, fir, it is time I fliould relieve you from 
tlie tedious length of tliis account. You have better 
and more profitable emnlo^rment for your hours, and I 
wrong the publick to det?.in you longer. In conclufion, 
I muft leave rr.y poem to you with ail its fpults, v/hich 
I hope to find fewer in the printin:^ by your ehienda^ 
tions. I know you are not oF the number of ihofc, of 
whom the younger Piiny Tpcrks ; **Ncc funtparum multi, 
** qui carperc amicos i'uos judicium vocant;*" I am rather 

too 
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toQ fecwrc of you on that fide. Your candor in parddn* 
ing my errors may make you more remifs in correcting 
them ; if you will not withal confider that they come 
into the world with your approbation, and through 
your hands. I beg from you the greateft favour you 
can confer upon an abfent perfon, fince I repofe upon 
your management what is deareft to me, my fame and 
reputation ; and therefore I hope it will ftir you up 
to make my poem fairer by many of your blots ; if 
not, you know the ftory of the gamefter who marned 
the rich man^s daughter, and when her father denied 
the portion, chriflened all the children by his fumame,' 
that if, in conclufion, they mu(^ beg, they ihould do 
fo by one name, as well as by the other. But fince the 
reproach of my fault's will light on you, it is but rea- 
fon I fliould do you that judice to the readers, to let 
them know, that, if there be any thing tolerable in 
this poem, they owe the argument to your choice, the 
writing to your encouragement, the corre6lion to your 
judgment, and the care of it to your friendfliip, to 
which he mufl ever acknowledge himfelf to owe all 
things, who is, 

S I R, 

The moft obedient, and moft 

Faithful of your fervants. 

From Charlton in Wiltshire, 
Nov. JO, 1666, 

John Dryden. 
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ANNUS MIRABILIS: 

THE YEAR OF WONDERS, 

MDCLXVI. 



I. 
TN thriving arts long time had Holland grown, 
Crouching at home and cruel when abroad : 
Scarce leaving us the means to claim our own ; 
Our king they courted, and our merchants awM. 
II. 
Trade, which like blood fhould circularly flow, 

StoppM in their channels, found its freedom loft : 
Thither the wealth of all the world did go. 
And feemM but fhipwreck'd on fo bafe a coaft. 
HI. 
For them alone the heavens had kindly heat ; 
In eaftem quanies ripening precious dew : 
For them the Idumxan balm did fweat. 
And in hot Ceilon fpicy forefts grew. 
IV. 
The fun but feemM the labourer of the year ; 

Each waxing moon fupplyM her wateiy ftore, 
To fwell thofc tides which from the line did bear 
Their brim-full veflTels to the Belgian ihore. 

V. Thus, 
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V. 
Thus, mighty in her ftiips, ftood Carthage long. 
And fwept the riches of the world from far ; 
Yet ftoopM to Rome, lefs wealthy, but more llrong : 
And this may prove our fecond Punic war. 
VI. 
What peace can be, where both to one pretend ? 
(But they more cliligcnt, and we more ftrong) 
Or if a peace, it foon muft have an end j 

For they would grow too powerful were it long. 
VII. 
Behold two nations then, engag'd fo far, 
^ That each fevcn years the lit muft fliake each land s 
Where France will fide to weaken us by war. 
Who only can his vaft defigns withftand. 
VIII. 
See how he feeds th' Iberian with delays. 
To render us his timely friendftiip vain : 
And while his fecret foul on Flanders preys. 
He rocks the cradle of the babe of Spain. 
IX. 
Such deep defigns of empire does he lay 

0'*er them, whofe caufe he feems to take in hand $ 
And prudently would make them lords at fea, 
To whom with eafe he can give laws by land. 
X. 
This faw our king ; and long within his breaft 

His penfive counfels balancM to and fro : 
He grievM the land he freed fhould be opprefs*d. 
And he Icfs for it than ufurpers do. 

XI. His 
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XI. 

His generous mind the fair ideas drew 
Of fame and honour, which in dangers lay s 

Where wealth, like fruit on precipices, grew. 
Not to be gathered bat by birds of prey. 

xn. 

The lofs and gain each fatally were great j 

And ftili his fubjefls calPd aloud for war i 
But peaceful kings, o'er martial people fet. 

Each other's poize and counterbalance are. 
XIII. 
He firft furvey'd the charge with careful eyes. 

Which none but mighty roonarchs could maintain^' 
Yet judg''d, like vapours that from limbecs rife. 

It would in richer fliowers defcend again. 
XIV. 
At length refolv'd V affert the watery ball. 

He in himfelf did whole Armadoes bring : ^ 
Him aged feamen might their mailer call, 

And chufe for general, were he not their king. 
XV. 
It feems as every /hip their fovereign knows. 

His awful fummons they fo foon obey ; 
$o hear the fcaly herd when Proteus blows. 

And fo to paflure follow through the fea. 
XVI. 
To ftc this fleet upon the ocean move. 

Angels drew wide the curtains of the (kies ; 
And heaven, as if there wanted lights above. 

For tapers made two glaring comets rife. 

XVII. Whe- 
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xvir. 

Whether they un6luous exhalations are, 

Fir'd by the fun, or fceming fo alone ; 
Or each fome more remote and flippery ftar. 

Which lofes footing when to mortals fhewn. 
XVIII. 
Or one, that bright connpanion of the fun, 

Whofe glorious afpeft fealM our new-bom king ; 
And now, a round of greater years begun. 

New influence from his walks of light did bring. 
XIX. 
Viflorious York did fii'ft with famM fuccefs, 

To his known valour make the Dutch give place t 
^'hus heaven our monarch's fortune did confefs. 

Beginning conqueft from his royal race. 
XX. 
But fince it was decreed, aufpicious king, 

In Britain's right that thou fhouidd wed the main. 
Heaven, as a gage, would cad fome precious thing, 

And therefore doom'd that Lawfon ihould be flain* 
XXI. 
Lawfon amongft the foremoft met his fate, 

Whom fea-green Sirens from the rocks lament t 
Thus as an offering for the Grecian ftate, 

He firft was killM who firft to battle went. 
XXII. 
Their chief blown up in air, not waves, expir'd. 

To which his pride prefumM to give the law : 
The Dutch confefs'd heaven pfefent, and retired. 

And all was Britain the wide ocean faw. 

xxin. To 



AJiNUS MIRABIIII. 65 

To neareft ports tlieir fhatter'*d ihips repair. 

Where by our dreadful cannon they- lay aw'd : 
80 reverently men quit the open air, 

When thunder fpeaks the angry gods abroad* . 
XXIV. 
And now approached their fleet from India fi-aught, '„ 

With all the riches of the rifing furi : 
And precious fand from fouthem climates brought. 

The fatal regions where the war begun. 
XXV. : 
Like hunted caftors, confcious of their ftorit, ■_ 

Their way-^laid wealth to Norway's coafts they bring t 
There firft the North's cold bofom fpices bore, / 

And winter brooded on the eaftem fpring. . . 

XXVI. 

By the rich fcent we found our peifumM prtjr, . j 

Which, flank'd with rocks, did clofe in covert lie t 
Aad round about their murdering cannon lay, ' 

At once to threaten and invite the eye. : ^ ■ ^ 

XXVII. 
Fiercer than cannon, and than rocks more hard. 

The Engli/h undertake th' unequal war : 
Seven (hips alone, by which the port is barr'd, 
Befiege the Indies, and all Denmark dare. 
XXVIII. 
Thefe fight like hufoands, but like lovers thofe j 

Thcfe fain would keep, and thofe more fain ^njoy s 
And to fuch height their fi*antic paflion grows. 
That what both love, both hazard to deftroy. 
-Vat* I. F XXVIII. Amidft 
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XXIX. 

Amidft whole heaps of ipices lights a ball. 

And now their odours armM againft them fiy t 

Some precioufly by ihatter'd porcelain fall. 
And Some by aromatic fplinters die. 

xxx: 

And though by tempeds of the prize bereft. 
In heaven **& inclemency fome eafe we find : 
Our foes we vanquiih'd by our valour left. 
And only yielded to the feas and wind. 
XXXK 
Nor wholly loft we fo deferv'd a prey ; 

For ftorms repenting {>art of it reftor'd : 
Which, as a tribute from the Baltic fea, 
The Britilh ocean fent her mighty lord. 
XXXII. 
Go mortals now and vex yourfelves in vain 

For wealth, which fo uncertainly muft come : 
When what was brought fo far, and with fuch paiOf 
Was only kept to lofe it nearer home. 

xxxiii. 

The fon, who twice three months on th^ ocean tofty 

Prepared to tell what he had pafs'd before. 
Now fees in Englifh ihips the Holland coaft, 

And parents arms, in vain, llretchM horn the Amnr • 
XXXIV. 
This careful hufbaad had been long away. 

Whom his chaAe wife and little children moura | 
Who on their fingers learn'd to tell the day 

On which their faiker promised to xetum. 

5 XXXV. Such 
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XXXV. 

Such are the proud defigns of human-kind^ 

And (6 we fuffer Ihipwrcck every where ! 
Alas, what port can fuch a pilot find, 

Who in the night of fate muft hlindly fteer ! 
XXXVI. 
The DndiftinguifliM feeds of good and ill, 

Heaven in his bofom from our knowledge hides s 
And draws thera in contempt of human (kill. 

Which oft /or friends miilaken foes provides. 

xxxvn. 

let Munftcr's prelate ever be accurft, 

In whom we feek the German faith in vain t 
Alas, that he fhould teach the Englifh firft, 
That fraud and avarice in the church could reign ! 
XXXVIII. 
Happy, who never truft a ftranger's will, 

Whofe friendfhip ^s in his interefi underflood 1 
Since money given but tempts him to be ill, 
When power is too remote to make him good* 
XXXIX. 
Till now, alone the mighty nations ftrove ; 

The reft, at gaze, without *he lifts did fland ; 
And threatening France, placM like a painted JoYe« 
Kept idle thunder in his lifted hand. 
XL. 
That eunuch guardian of rich Holland's trade. 

Who envies Us what he wants power t' enjoy 5 
Whofe noifeful valour does no foe invade. 
And weak ^ftance will his ixitndt defiroy. 

F a XLI. Of- 
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XLT. 

Offended that' we fought without his leave, 

He takes this time his fecret hate to (hew : 
Which Charles does with a mind fo calm receive, 

As one that neither feeks nor fhuns his foe. 
XLII. 
With France, to aid the Dutch, the Danes unite 5 

France as their tyrant, Denmark as their ilave. 
But when with one three nations join to fight. 

They filently confefs that one more brave. 
XLIII. 
Lewis had chas'd the Englifh from his (hore ; 

But Charles the French as fubje6ts does invite r 
Would heaven for each fome Solomon reftore. 

Who, by their mercy, may decide their right ! 
XLIV. 
Were fubjedls fo but only by their choice, 

And not from birth did forcM dominion take. 
Our prince alone would have the public voice $ 

And all his neighbours realms would deferts make. 
XLV. 
He without fear a dangerous war purfues. 

Which without raflineftf he began before : 
As honour made him firft the danger chufe. 

So ftill he makes it good on virtue's fcore. 
XLVI. 
The doubled charge his fubjefts love fupplies. 

Who in that bounty to themfelves are kind : 
So glad Egyptians fee their Nilus rife. 

And in his plenty their abundance find. 

5 XLVII. With 
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XLVII. 
With equal power he does two chiefs create, 

Tiyro fuch as eacKfeemM worthleft when alona j 
Each able to fudain a nation's fate. 
Since both had found a greater in their own. 
XLVIII. 
Both ^eat in courage, condu6l, and in fame. 

Yet neither envious of the other's praife 5 
Their duty, faith, and intereft too the fame, 
Like mighty partners equally they raifc. 
XLIX. 
The prince long time had courted fortune's love. 

But once poflefs'd did abfolutely reign : 
Thus with their Amazons the heroes ftrove. 
And conquer'd firft thofe beauties they would gain. 
L. 
The duke beheld, like Scipio, with difdain, 

That Carthage, which heruin'd, rife once more; 
And (hook aloft the fafces of the main, 
X© fright thofe (laves with what they felt before, 
LI. 
Together to the watery camp they hafte. 

Whom, matrons pading to their children (how t 
Infants firft vows for them to heaven are caft, 
Anjl future people blefs them as they go. 
LII. 
With them no riotous pomp, nor Afian train. 

To infe£l a navy with their gaudy fears j 
To make flow fights, and viftories but vain t 
But war fcverely like itfelf appears • 
* . F 3 JLIII. Dif. 
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LIII. 
Diflfufive of themfelvcs, where'er they pafs, 

They make that warmth in others they cxptd: t 
Their valour works like bodies on a glafs, 
And ^oes its image on their men projedl. 
LIV. 
Our fleet divides, and ftraig^t the Dutch appear. 

In number, and a fam*d commander, bold ; 
The narrow feas can fcarce their navy bear. 
Or crowded veflels can their foldiers hold, 
LV, 
The Duke, lefs numerous, but in courage more^ 

On wings of all the winds to combat flies : 
His murdering guns a loud defiance roar, 
And bloody croflcs on his flag-ftaffs rife. 
LVI. 
Both furl their fails, and ftrip them for the fight | 

Their folded (hcets difmifs the ufelefs air : 
Th' Elean plains could boaft no nobler ijght. 
When ftruggling champions did their bodies bare, 
LVII. 
Borne (ach by other in a diflant line, 

The fea-built forts in dreadful order move : 
So vaft the noife, as if not fleets did join. 
But lands unfixM, and floating nations ftrove. 
J-VIII. 
Now pafs'd, on either fide they nimbly tack ; 

Both ftrive to intercept and guide the wind : 
And, in its eye, more clofely they come back, 
To finifli all the deaths they left behind. 

UX. On 



ANNUS MIRABILIS. 71 

LIX. 

On high-rais'd decks the haughty Belgians ride, 
I Beneath whofe ihade our humble frigates go t 

Such port the elephant bears, and fo defy'd 
By the. rhinoceros her unequal foe. 
LX. 
I And as the builty fo different is the fight ; 
j Their mounting ihot is on our fails defignM t 
\ Deep in their hulls our deadly bullets light. 

And through the yielding planks a paflage find. 
LXI. 
Our dreaded admiral from far they threat, 

Whofe batter'd rigging their whole war receives : 
All bare, like feme old oak which ttmpefts beat. 
He ftands, and fees below his fcatter'd leaves. 
LXII. 
Heroes of old, when wounded, /belter fought 5 

But }ie who meets all danger with difdain, 
Ev^n in their face his (hip to anchor brought, 
Apd fteepl^-high ftood propt upon the main. 
LXIII. . 
At this excefs of courage, all amaz'd, 

T)ie foremoft of his foes a while withdraw t 
With fuch refpe6l in entered Rome they g^M, 
Who. on high chairs the god-like fathers faw. 
LXIV. 
i| And now, as where Patroclus' body lay. 

Here Trojan chiefs advanced, and there the Greek j 
Ours t>*er the Duke their pious wings difplay. 
And theirs the nobleft fpoils of Britain feek. 

F 4. LXV. Mean- 
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LXV. 

Meaii-time his bufy mariners he haftes, 

His ihatterM fails with rigging to reftore ; 
And willing pines afcend his broken mafts, 

Whofe lofty heads rife higher than before. 
LXVI. 
Straight to the Dutch he turns his dreadful prow, 

Mori fierce tlr important quarrel to decide : 
Like fwans, in long array his vefTels (how, 

Whofe creils advancing do the waves divide. 
LXVII. 
They charge, recharge, and all along the fea 

Xhey drive, and fquander the huge Belgian fleet, 
Berkeley alone, who neareft danger lay, 

Did a like fate with loft Creiifa meet. 
LXVIII. 
The night comes on, we eager to purfue 

The combat ftill, and they afham'd to leave : 
Till the laft ftrcaks of dying day withdrew. 

And doubtful moon-light did our rage deceive. 
LXIX. 
In th' Englifli fleet each fliip refounds with joy, 

And loud applaufe of their great leader's fame t 
In fiery dreams the Dutch they ftill deftroy. 

And flumbering fmile at the imagined flame. 
LXX. 
Not fo the Holland fleet, who, tirM and done, m 

StretchM on their decks like weary oxen lie : 
Faint fweats all down their mighty members run j 

Vaft bulks which little fouls but ill fupply. 

LXXI, In 
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LXXI. 
In dreams they fearful precipices tread : 

Or, fliipwreck'd, labour to fome diftant fhorc » 
Or in dark churches walk among the dead $ 
They wake with horror, and dare fleep no more*. 
LXXII. 
The morn they look on with unwilling eyes, 

1)111 from their main-top joyful news they hear 
Of fhips, which by their mould bring new. fupplies. 
And in -their colours Belgian lions bear. 
LXXIII. 
Our watchful general had difcemM from far 
- This mighty fuccour, which made glad the foe s 
He figh'd, but like a fattier of the war, 
His face fpake hope, while deep his forrov/s flow, 
LXXIV. 
His wounded men he firft fends off to iliore^ 

Never till now unwilling to obey : 
They, not their wounds, but want of ftrength deplore^ * 
And think them happy who with him can ftay. 
LXXV. 
Then to the reft, Rejoice, faid he, to-day ; 
In .you the fortune of Great-Britain lies : 
Among fo brave a people, you are they 
. Whom heaven has chofe to fight for fuch a prize. 

LXXVI. 
If number Englifli courages could quell. 

We (hould at firft have fhunn'd, not met our foes : 
Whole numerous fails the fearful only tell : 
Courage from hearts and not from numbers grows. 

LXXVII. He 
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LXXVII. 
He faid, nor needed more to fay : with hafte 

To their known ftations chearfully they go ) 
And all at once, difdaining to be lafty 
Solicit every gale to meet the foe. 
LXXVIII. 
Nor did th^ encouragM Belgians long delay. 

But bold in others, not themfelves, they flood t 
So^ thick, our nayy fcarce could fteer their way. 
But feemM to wander in a moving wood. 
LXXIX. 
Our little fleet was now engaged fo far. 

That like the fword-fifli in the whale they fought : 
The combat only feemM a civil war, 
.Till through their bowels we our pafTage wrought. 
LXXX. 
Never had ".Tdour, no not ours, before 

Done aught like this upon the land or main> 
Whei-e not to be o'crcorae was to do more 
Than all the conquefts former kings did gain. 
LXXXI. 
The mighty ghods of our great Harries rofe. 

And armed Edwards lookM with anxious eyet, 
To fee this fleet among unequal foes, 
3y which fate promisM them their Charles fhould rife. 
LXXXII. 
Mean-time the Belgians tack upon our rear. 

And raking chafe-guns through our ftems they fend : 
Clofc by their lirc-fhips, like jackals, appear. 
Who on tlieir lions for the prey attend. 

LXXXIU. Si- 
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I LXXXIII. 

I Silent in fmoke of cannon thej come on t 
I Such Tapours once did fieiy Cacus hide : 
In thefe the height of pleas*d revenge is Ihewni 
Who burn contented by another's fide. 
J LXXXIV, 

\ Sometimes from fighting fquadlx>ns of each fleet, 
[ Deceive themfelves, or to prefcrve fome friend, 
r Two grapling ^tnas on the ocean meet, 
^ And Engliih fires with Belgian flames contend. 
LXXXV. 
Now at each tack our little fleet grows lefs | 

And, like maimM fowl, fwim lagging on the main ( 
Their greater lofs their numbers fcarce confefs. 
While they lofe cheaper than the Engliih gain« 
LXXXVI. 
Have you not feen, when whifWed from the fift. 

Some falcon Aoops at what her eye defignM, 
And with her eagernefs the quarry mifs'd. 
Straight flies at check, and clips it down the wind? 
LXXXVII. 

J The daftard crow that to the wood made wing. 
And fees the groves no fhelter can afford, 
With her loud kaws her craven kind does bring. 
Who fafe in numbers cuff the noble bird. 
LXXXVIII. 
Among the Dutch thus Albemtu-le did fare : 
He could not conquer, and difdainM to fly i 
Paft hope of fafety, 'twas his lateft care, 
jLike falling C»far, dccentjy to die. 

LXXXIX. Yet 
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LXXXIX. 
Yet pity did his manly fpirit move. 

To fee thofe perifh who Co well had fought : 
And geQcroufly with his defpair he ftrove, 
RefolvM tQ live till he their fafety wrought. 
XC. 
Let other Mufes write his profperous fate, 

Of conquerM nations tell, and kings reftor'd s 
But mine Ihall fing of his eclipsed eftate. 

Which, like the fun's, more wonders does afford. 
XCI/ 
He drew his mighty frigates all before, 
. On which the foe his fruitlefs force employs ; 
His weak ones deep into his rear he bore 

Remote from guns, as fick men from the noife. 
XCII. 
His fiery cannon did their palTage guide. 

And fallowing fmoke obfcur'd them from the foe : 
Thus Ifrael, fafe from the Egyptian's pride, 
; By flaming pillars and by clouds did go. 

XCIII. 
Elfewhere the Belgian force we did defeat. 

But here our courages did theirs fubdue : 
So Xenophon once led that fam'd retreat, 
Which firft the Afian empire overulirew. 
XCIV. 
The foe approach'd ; and one for his bold fin s 

Was funk ; as he that touchM the ai k was flain x 
The wild wnves mailerM him and fuck'd him in. 
And Amiling eddies din^.pled on the main. 

XCV. This 
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XCV. 

rhis feen, the reft at awful diftance ftood « 

As if they had been there as fervants fet 
To ftay, or to go on, as he thought goody 

And not purfue but wait on his retreat. 
XCVI. 
5o Libyan huntfmeiir, on fome fandy plain, 

From'fhady coverts rouz'd, the lion chace : 
rhe kingly beaft roars out with loud difdain, 

And flowly moves, unknowing to give place. 
XCVII. 
5«t if fome one approach to dare his force. 

He fwings his tail, and fwiftly turns him round 5 
iVith one paw feizes on his trembling horfe, 

And with the other tears him to the ground. 
XCVIII. 
Imidft thefe toils fucceeds the balmy night ; 

Now hilling waters the quench'd guns reftorc ; 
bid weary waves withdrawing from the fight, 

Lie luird and panting on the filent (hore. 

xcrx. 

Tie moon (hone clear on the becalmed flood. 
Where, while her beams like glittering filver play, 
pen the deck our careful general ftood. 
And deeply mus'd on the fucceeding day, 

C. 
hat happy fun, faid he, will rife again. 
Who twice vi6Vorious did our navy fee : 
nd I alone muft view him rife in vain, 
Witliout one ray of all 4iis ftar for me. 

CI. Yet 
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CI. 
Yet like ai) Englife general vlll I die, 

And all tlie ocean make my fpacious grave t 
Women and cowards on the land may lie ; 

The iea 's a tomb that 's proper for the hrave« 
CII. 
Keftlefs he pafs'd the remnant of the night. 

Till the fredi air proclaimed the morning nigh : . 
And burning ihips, the martyrs of the fight. 

With paler fires beheld the eailern H^y. 

cm. 

But now, his ftores of ammunition fpent. 

His naked valour is his only guard : 
Rare thunders are from his dumb cannon fentf 

And folitary guns are fcarcely heaid. 
CIV. 
Thus far bad fortune power, he forcM to ftay. 

Nor Jonger durft with virtue be at ftrife : 
This as a ranfora Albemarle did pay. 

For all the glories of fo great a life* 
CV. 
For now brave Rupert from afar appears, 

Whofe waving fb'eamers the glad general knows s 
With full-fpread fails his eager navy fteers, 

And every fljip in fwift proportion grow$. 
CVI. 
The anxious prince had heard the cannon long, 

And from that length of time dire omens drew 
Of Englifli overmatched, and Dutch too ftrong. 

Who never fought th^ce days, but to purfue. 

CVII. The 
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CVII. 

Then, as an eagle, who with pious care 
I Was beating widely on the wiog for prey» 
To her now filent eiry does repair. 
And finds her callow infants forc'd away : 
CVIII. 
Stang with her love, (he ftoopc upon the plain* 
The broken air loud whiiUing as Ihe flies : 
^ She ftops and liftens, and (hoots forth again, 
^ And guides her pinions by her young ones cries* 
CIX. 
With fuch kind pafTion hailes the prince to fight* 

And fpreads his flying canvafs to the found : 
Him, whom no danger were he there could fright^ 
Now abfent every little noife can wound. 

ex. 

As in a drought the thirfty creatures crj'. 

And gape upon the gathered clouds for rain ; 
And firfl the martlet meets it in the iky. 
And with wet wings joys all the feather'^ train t 
CXI. 
With fuch glad hearts did our defpairing men 

Salute th^ appearance of the prince''s fleet i 
And each ambitioufly would claim the ken. 
That with £rft eyes did di(bnt fafety meet. 
CXII. 
The Dutch, who came like greedy hinds before* 

To reap the liarveft their ripe ears did yield. 
Now look like tlio^, when rolling thunders roar. 
And (heeu of lightning blall the ftanding field. 

CXIII. Full 
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CXIII. 
Full in the prince's paflTage, hills of fand. 

And dangerous flats in fecret ambufh lay. 
Where the falfe tides fkim o*cr the cover'd land. 

And feamen with dilTembled depths betray. 
CXIV. 
The wily Dutch, who like falPn angels feared 

This new Mefliah's coming, there did wait. 
And round the verge their braving veflels llcer'd, 

Td tempt his courage with fo fair a bait. 

cxv. 

But h6 urimov'd contemns their idle threat. 

Secure of fame whene'er he pleafe to fight : 
His cold experience tempers all his heat. 

And inbred worth doth boafting valour flight. 
CXVI. 
Heroic virtue did his actions guide. 

And he' the fubftance'not th' appearance chofe s 
To refcue one fuch friend he took more pride. 

Than to deftroy whole thoufands of fuch foes. 
CXVII. 
But wheii approadhM, in ftri6l embraces bound, 

Rupert and Albemarle together grow : 
He joys to have his friend in fafety found. 

Which he to none but to that friend would owe. " 
CXVIII. 
The chearful foldiers, with new ftores fupply'd. 

Now long to execute their fplfcenful will ; 
And, in revenge for thofe three days they try'd, 

Wifti one, like Jofliua's, when the fun flood ftil!. 

CXIX, Thuj 
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CXIX. 

i relnforcM, againft the advcrfe fleet, 
ill doubling ours, brave Rupert leads the way : 
I the firft blufhes of the mom they meet, 
ad bring night back upon the new-bom day. 

cxx. 

jrefence foon blows up the kindling fight, 
ad his loud guns fpeak thick like angry men 1 
:mM as ilaughter had been breath'd all night, 
nd death new pointed his dull dart again. 

cxxr. 

Dutch too well his mighty condu£l knew, 
nd matchlefs courage, fmce the former fight ; 
)fe navy like a ftifF-ftretchM cord did ftiew, 
ill he bore in and bent them into flight. 

CXXII. 
^wind he (hares, while half their fleet offends 
s open fide, and high above him fhows ; 
1 the reft at pleafure he defcends, 
id doubly harm\i he double harms beftows. 

CXXIIl. 
id the general mends his weary pace, 
id fullenly to his revenge he fails : 
ides fome trodden ferpent on the ^rafs, 
id long behind his wounded volume trails. 

CXXIV. 
increafing found is borne to either fliore, 
id for their flakes the throwing nations fear : 
r paffions double with the cannons roar, 
id with warm wifhes each man combats there. 
^OL. I. G CXXV. Ply'd 
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CXXV. 

Ply'd thick an3 clofe as when the fight begun. 

Their huge unwieldy navy waftes away : 
So ficken waining moons too near the fun, 

And blunt their crefcents on the edge of day, 
CXXVI. 
And now reduc'd on equal terms to fight. 

Their fhips like wafted patrimonies fhow ; 
Where the thin fcattering trees admit the light. 

And fhun each other's fhadows as they grow, 
CXXVII. 
The wailike prince had feverM from the reft 

Two giant ftiips, the pi*ide of all the main ; 
Which with his one fo vigoroufly he prefs'd, 

And flew fo home they could not rife again, 
CXXVI II. 
Already batter'd, by his lee they lay, 

In vain upon the paiRng winds they call : 
The paffing winds through their torn canvafs play. 

And flagging fails on heartlefs failors fall. 
CXXIX. 
Their openM fides receive a gloomy light. 

Dreadful as day let into fhades below : 
Without grim death rides barefacM in their fight. 

And urges entering billows as they flow. 

cxxx. 

When one dire fhot, the laft they could fuppiy, 
Clofe by the board the prince's main-maft bore : 

All three now helplefs by each other lie. 
And this offends not, and thofe fear no more. 

CXXXI. s$ 
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CXXXI. 

So have I feen fome fearful hare maintain 

A courfe, till tirM before the dog ftie Jay t 
Who fti-etchM behind her pants upon the plain> 

Piuft power to kill, as ihe to get away. 
CXXXII. 
With his loird tongue he faintly licks his prey ; 

His warm breath blows her flix up as fhe lies ; 
She trembling creeps upon the ground away, 

And looks back to him with befeeching eyes. 
CXXXIII. 
The prince unjuftly does his ftars accufe, 

Which hinder'd him to pufli his fortune on i 
For what they to his coui^age did refufc. 

By mortal valour never muft be done. 
CXXXIV. 
This lucky hour the wife Batavian takes. 

And warns his tatterM fleet to follow home : 
Proud to have fo got -off with equal ftakes. 

Where 'twas a triumph not to be overcome. 
CXXXV. 
The general's force as kept alive by fight. 

Now not opposed no longer can purfue : 
Lafting till heaven had done his courage right ; 

When he had conquered he his weaknefs knew. 
CXXXVI. 
He cafts a frown on the departing foe. 

And fighs to fee him quit the watery field : 
His ftern fixM eyes no fatisfa6lion fliow. 

For all the glories which the fight did yield. 

G 2 CXXXVII. Though 
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CXXXVII. 
Though as when fiends did miracles avow. 

He ftands confefs'd ev'n by the boaftful Dutch : 
He only does his conqueft difavow, 

And thinks too little what they found too much. 

cxxxvni. 

Retum'd, he with the fleet rcfolv'd to ftay 5 

No tender thoughts of home his heart divide ; 
Domeftic joys and cares he puts away ; 

For realms are houfholds which the great muft guide. 
CXXXIX. 
As thofe who unripe veins in mines explore, 

CJn the rich bed again the warm turf lay. 
Till time digefts the yet imperfeft ore. 

And know it will be gold another day : 
CXL. 
So looks our monarch on this early fight, 

Th' effay and rudiments of great fuccefs : 
Which all-maturing time muft Iring to light. 

While he likp heaven docs each day's labour hltCs, 
CXLI. 
Heaven ended not the firft or fecond day, 

Yet each was perfe6t to the work defign'd : 
God and kings work, when they their work funrey, ' 

A pafHve aptnefs in all fubje£ls find. 
CXLTI. 
In burdenM vefTels firft with fpeedy care. 

His plenteous flcres do feafon'd timber fend : 
Thither the brawny carpenters repair. 

And as the furgeons of maim'd ihips attend. 

5 CXLHI. With 
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CXLIII. 
With cord and canvafs from rich Hamburgh fent. 

His navy's molted wings he imps once more : 
Tall Norway fir, their mafts in battle fpent. 
And £ngli(h oak, fprung leaks and planks, reftore. 
CXLIV. 
All hands cmploy'd the royal work grows warm ; 

Like labouring bees on a long fummer's day. 
Some found the trumpet for the reft to fwarm. 
And fome on bells of tailed lilies play. 
CXLV. 
With glewy wax fome new foundations lay 

Of virgin-combs which from the roof are hung i 
Some arm'd within doors upon duty (lay. 
Or tend the fick, or educate the young. 
CXLVI. 
So here fome pick out bullets from the fides. 

Some drive old okum through each feam and rift : 
Their left hand does the calking iron guide. 
The rattling mallet with the right they lift. 
CXLVII. 
With boiling pitch another near at hand, 

From friendly Sweden brought, the feams in flops : 

Which, well paid o'er, the fait fea waves withftand. 

And fhakes them from the rifing beak in drops. 

CXLVIII. 

Some the galTd ropes with dawby marline bind, 

Or fear-cloth mafts with ftrong tarprAvIing coats : 
To try new fhrouds one mounts into the wind. 
And one below their eafc or ftiffners notes. 

G 3 CXLIX. Our 
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CXLIX. 

Our careful monarch (lands in perfon by, 

His new-caft cannons firmncfs to explore : 
The ftrength of big-comM powder loves to try. 

And ball and cartridge forts for every bore. 
CL. 
Each day brings frefh fupplies of arms and men. 

And fhips which all laft winter were abroad j 
And fuch as fitted fmce the fight had been. 

Or new from ftocks, were fallen into the road. 
CLI. 
The goodly London in her gallant trim, 

The Phoenix, daughter of the vanifhM old. 
Like a rich bride does to the ocean fwim, 

And on her Ihadow rides in floating gold. 
CLIL 
Her flag aloft fpread ruftling to the wind. 

And fanguine ftreamers feem the flood to fire : 
The weaver, charm \i with what his loom defign'd. 

Goes on to fea, and knows not to retire. 
CLIII. 
With roomy decks, her guns of mighty ftrength, 

Whofe low-laid mouths each mounting billow lave 
Beep in her draught, and warlike in her length. 

She llems a fca-wafp flying on the waves. 
CLIV. 
This martini prcfcnt, pioufly ucflgnM, 

The loyal city give their bcft-lov\l king ; 
And with a bounty ample as tlie v/-ind, 

Built, littcd, and maintained, to aid him bring. ■ 

CLV. I 
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CLV. 

By vfewing nature, nature's handmaid, art 

Makes mighty things from fraall beginnings grow : 
Thus fifhes firft to fliipping did impart, 

Their tail the rudder, and their head the prow. 
CLVI. 
Some log perhaps upon the waters fwam. 

An ufclefs drift, which rudely cut within» 
And hoIlowM firft a floating trough became. 

And crofs fomc rivulet pafTage did begin* 
CLVII. 
In (hipping fuch as this, the Irifh kern. 

And untaught Indian on the ftream did glide : 
Ere fliai'p-keciM boats to ftera the flood did learn. 

Or iin-tike oars did Tpread from either fide. 
CLVIII. 
Add but a fail, and Saturn fo appeared. 

When from loft empire he to exile went. 
And with the golden age to Tyber fteer'd. 

Where coin and commerce firft he did invent- 
CLIX. 
Rude as their fhips was navigation then ; 

No ulefu^compafs or meridian known j 
Coafting, they kept the land within their ken. 

And knew no North but when the Pole-ftar flaone. 
CLX. 
Of all who fince have us'd the open fca. 

Than the bold Englifli none more fame have won : 
Beyond the year, and out of heaven's high way. 

They make difcoveries where they fee no fun. 

G 4 CLXI. But 
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CLXI. 

But what fo long in vain, and yet unknown. 

By poor mankind's benighted wit is fought. 
Shall in this age to Britain firft be ftiown. 

And hence be to admiring nations taught. 
CLXII. 
The ebbs of tides and their myfterious flow. 

We, as art's elements, fhall underftand. 
And as by line upon the ocean g^, 

Whofe paths fhall be familiar as die land. 
CLXIII. 
Inftru£led (hips Ihall fail to quick commerce. 

By which remoteft regions are ally'd j 
Which makes one city of the univerfe 5 

Where fome may gain, and all may be fupply'd, 
CLXIV. 
Then we upon our globe's laft verge fhall go. 

And view the ocean leaning on the fky : 
From thence our rolling neighbours we /hall know. 

And on the lunar world fecurely pry. 
CLXV. 
This I foretell from your aufpicious care. 

Who great in fe^rch of God and nature grow ; 
Who beft your wife Creator's praife declare. 

Since beft to praife liis works is beft to know. 
CLXVI. 
O truly royal ! who behold the law 

And rule of beings in your maker's mind a 
And thence, like limbecs, rich ideas draw. 

To fit the levcrd ufe of human-kind. 

CLXVII. Be 
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CLXVII. 

But firft the toils of war we muil endure, 

And from th' injurious Dutch redeem the feas. 
War makes the valiant of his right fecure, 

And gives up fraud to be chaftis'd with eafe. 
CLXVIII. 
Already were the Belgians on our coaft, 

Whofe fleet more mighty every day became 
By late fuccefs, which they did falfcly boalt, 

And now by firft appearing feem'd to claim. 
CLXIX. 
Defigning, fubtle, diligent, and clofe. 

They knew to manage war vwith wife delay ; 
Yet all thofe arts their vanity did crofs. 

And by their pride their pnadeqce did betray. 
CLXX. 
Nor ftaid the Englifh long ; but well fupply'd. 

Appear as numerous as th' infulting foe ; 
The combat now by courage mud be try'd, 

And the fuccefs the braver nation ihow. 
CLXXI. 
There was the Plymouth fquadron now come in. 

Which in the Straights laft winter w.is abroad ) 
Which twice on Bifcay's working Iniy had been. 

And on the midland fea the French had aw\l. 
CLXXII. 
Old expert Allen, loyal all along, 

Fam'd for his a6lion on the Smyrna fleet : 
And Holmes, whofe name fhall live in epic fong. 

While mufic numbers, or while verfe has feet. 

CLXXIII. Holmes 
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CLXXIII. 

Holmes, the Achates of the generars fight j 

Who firft bewitch'd our eyes with Guinea gold : 
As once old Cato in the Roman fight 

The tempting fruits of Afric did unfold. 
CLXXIV. 
With him went Sprag, as bountiful as brave. 

Whom his high courage to command had brought 
Harman, who did the twicc-firM Harry fave. 

And in his burning fhip undaunted fought. 
CLXXV. 
Young Hollis on a Mufe by Mars begot. 

Born, Caefar like, to write and aft great deeds : 
Impatient to revenge his fatal fhot, 

His right hand doubly to his left fucceeds. 
CLXXVI. 
Thoufands were there in darker fame that dwell, 

Whofe deeds fome nobler poem fhall adorn : 
And though to me unknown, they fure fooght well 

Whom Rupert led, and who were Briti(h bom. 
CLXXVn. 
Of every fize an hundred fighting fail : 

So vaft the navy now at anchor rides, 
That underneath it the prcfsM waters fail, 

And with its weic;!it it fliouldcrs off the tides. 
' CLXXVIII. 
Now anchors weigh'd the feamen Hiout fo fhrill. 

That heaven and earth and the wide ocean rings : 
A breeze from wcflward v/aits their fails to fill. 

And relts in thofc high beds his downy wings, 
5 CLXXIX. T 
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CLXXIX. 

The wary Dutch this gathering ftorm forcfaw. 
And durft not bide it on the Engliftr coaft : 
Behind their treacherous fhallows they withdraw. 
And there lay fnares to catch the Britiih hoft. 
CLXXX. 
So the falfe fpider, when her nets are fpread. 

Deep ambuftiM in her filent den does lie : 
And feels far off the trembling of her thread, 
Whofe filmy cord fhould bind the ftruggling fly» 
CLXXXI. 
Then if at laft (he find him faft befet, 

She iffues forth and nms along^Jier loom : 
She joys to touch the captive in her net. 
And drag the little wretch in triumph home. 
CLXXXII. 
The Belgians hopM that, with diforderM hafte. 

Our deep-cut keels upon the fands might run : 
Or if with Gaution leifurcly were paft. 
Their numerous gi-ofs might charge us one by one, 
CLXXXIIT. 
But with a fore-wind pufliing them above, 

And fwelling tide that heavM them from below, 
O'er the blind flats our warlike fquadrons move. 
And with fpread fails to welcome battle go. 
CXXXXIV. 
It fecm'd as there the Britiih Neptune ftood. 
With all his hofts of waters at command. 
Beneath them to fubmit th' officious flood ; 
And with his trident fliov\l them off the fand. 

CLXXXV. To 
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CLXXXV. 

To the pale foes they fuddenly draw near. 

And fummon them to unexpefted fight : 
They ftart like murderers when ghoHs appear. 

And draw their curtains in the dead of night. 
CLXXXVI. 
Now van to van the foremoft fquadrons meet. 

The midmoft battles haftening up behind : 
Who Tiew far off the ftorm of falling fleet, 

And hear their thunder rattling in the wind. 
CLXXXVII. 
At lengrth the adverfe admirals appear j 

The two bold champions of each country's right : 
Their eyes defcribe the lifts as they come near, 

And draw the lines of death before they fight. 
CLXXXVIII. 
The diftance judg'd for Ihot of every fize, 

The linftocs touch, the ponderous ball expires : 
The vigorous feaman every port-hole plies. 

And adds his heart to every gun he fires ! 
CLXXXIX. 
Fierce was the fight on the proud Belgians fide. 

For honour, which they feldom fought before : 
But now they by their own vain boafts were ty'd. 

And forced at leaft in flicw to prize it more. 

cxc. 

But fharp remembrance on the Englifli part, 
And fiiame of being matched by fuch a foe, 

Rouze confcious viitue up in every heart. 
And fecming to be ftrongcr makes them fo. 

CXCI. N 
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CXCI. 
loT long the Belgians could that fleet fuftainy 
Which did two generals' fates, and Caefar's bear : 
3ch feveral (hip a victory did g^in. 
As Rupert or as Albemarle were there. 

CXCII. 
heir battet'd admiral too foon withdrew, 
UnAank'd by ours for his unfinifhM fight : 
ut he the minds of his Dutch mafters knew. 
Who caird that providence which we caird flight. 

CXCIII. 
ever did men more joyfully obey, 
Or fooner underftood the fign to fly « 
rith fuch alacrity they bore away, 
As if, to praife them, all the States flood by. 

CXCIV. 
' famous leader of the Belgian fleet. 
Thy monument infcrib'd fuch praife (hall wear, 
iS Varro timely flying once did meet, 
Becaufe he did not of his Rome defpair. 

cxcv. 

eliold that navy, which a while before 
Provok'd the tardy Englifh clofe to fight ; 
W draw their beaten veffels clofe to fhore. 
As larks lie dar'd to fhun the hobbies flight. 

CXCVI. 
iHioe'er would Englifli monuments furvey. 
In other records may cur courage know : 
ut let them hide the ftory of this day, 
Whofe fame was blemifh'd by too bafe a foe. 

CXCVII. Or 
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cxcvir. 

Or if too bufily they will enquire 

Into a viftoiy, which we difdain j 
Then let them know the Belgians did retire 

Before the patron faint of injured Spain. 
CXCVIII. 
Repenting England this revengeful day 

To Phiiip's manes did an offering bring : 
England, which firft, by leading them aftray. 

Hatched up rebellion to deftroy her king. 
CXCIX. 
Our fathers bent their baneful induftry, 

To check a monarchy that flowly gi-ew ; 
But did not France or Holland's fate forefee, 

Whofe rifing power to fwift dominion flew. 
CC. 
In fortune's empire blindly thus we go, 

And wander after pathlefs deftiny ; 
Whofe dark reforts fmcc prudence cannot knciw. 

In vain it would provide for what fliall be. 
CCI. 
But whatever Englifli to the blefsM fliall go, 

And the fourth Harry or firft Orange meet 5 
Find him difowning of a Bourbon foe, 

And him detefting a Batavian fleet. 

ecu. 

Now on their coafts our conquering navy rides, 
Waylays their merchants, and their land befe 

Each day new wealth without their care provid< 
They lie afleep with prizes in their nct6. 

CC] 
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CCIII. 

clofe behind fome promontory lie 

The huge leviathans t' attend their prey ; 

nd give no chace, but fwallow in the frie, 

Which through their gaping jaws miftake the vray* 

CCIV. 
or was this all : in ports and roads remote, 
Oeftni£live fires among whole fleets we fend ; 
riumphant flames upon the water float. 
And out-bound (hips at home their voyage end* 

ccv. 

hofe various fquadrons varioufly dcfign'd, 
Each veflel freighted with a feveral load, 
ich fquadron waiting for a feveral wind. 
All find but one, to burn them in the road. 

CCVI. 
>mc bound for Guiney golden fand to find, 
Bore all the gauds the fimple natives wear : 
■me for the piide of Turkilh courts defign'd. 
For folded turbants fined Holland bear. 

CCVII. 
ime Englifh wool vexM in a Belgian loom, 
And into cloth of fpungy foftnefs made, 
d into France or colder Denmark doom. 
To ruin witli worfe ware our ftaple trade. 

CCVIII. 
ir greedy feamcn rummage e\'ery hold, 
Smile on the booty of each wealthier chcft ; 
id as the priefts who with their gods make bold. 
Take what they like, and facrificc the reft. 

ccix: But 



t)RYDEN'S POEMS. 

CCIX. 

But ah ! how infmcere are all our joys ! 

Which, fent from heaven, like lightning make no ftaj 
Their palling tafte the joumcy's length deftroys, 

Or grief fent poft overtakes them on the way. 

ccx. 

Sweird with our late fuccefles on the foe. 

Which France and Holland wanted power to crofsj 
We urge an unfeen fate to lay us low, 

And feed their envious eyes with ERglifh lofs. 
CCXI. 
Each element his dread command obeys. 

Who makes or ruins with a fmile or frown ; 
Who, as by one he did our nation raife, 

So now he with another pulls us down. 
CCXII. 
Yet, London, emprefs of the northern clime. 

By an high fate thou greatly didft expire ; 
Great as the world's, which, at the death of time, 

Muft fall, and rife a nobler frame by fire. 
CCXIII. 
As when fome dire ufurper heaven provides. 

To fcourge his country with a lawlefs fway ; 
His birth, perhaps, fome petty village hides. 

And fets his cradle out of fortune's way. 
CCXIV. 
Till, fully ripe, his fwelling fate breaks out, 

And hurries him to mighty mifchiefs on : 
His prince, furpriz'd at firft, no ill could doubt. 

And wants the power to meet it when ^tis known. 

CCXV. Sue 
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CCXV. 

Such was the rife of this prodigious fire, 

Which in mean buildings firft obfcurely bred. 
From thence did foon to open (Ireets afpire. 

And ftraight to palaces and temples fpread. 
CCXVI. 
The diligence of trades and noifeful gain, 

And luxury more late, afleep were laid : 
All was the night's ; and in her filent reign 

No found the reft of nature did invade. 
CCXVII. 
[n this deep quiet, from what fource unknown, 

Thofe feeds of fire their fatal birth difclofe ; 
And firft few fcattering fparks about v/ere blown. 

Big with the flames that to our ruin rofe. 
CCXVIII. 
Then in fome clofe-pent room it crept along. 

And fmouldering as it went, in filence fed j 
Till th' infant monfter, with devouring ftrong, 

Walk'd boldly upright with exalted head. 
CCXIX. 
Now like fome rich or mighty murderer. 

Too great for prifon, which he breaks with gold ; 
Who frclher for new mifchiefs does appear. 

And dares the world to tax him with the old : 
CCXX. 
So fcapes th** infulting fire his narrow jail. 

And makes fmall outlets into open air : 
There the fierce winds his tender force aflail. 

And beat him downward to his firft repair. 
Vot. h H CCXXI. The 
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CCXXI. 

The winds like crafty courtezans with-held 

His flames from burning, but to blow them mo! 
And every frefh attempt he is repell'd 
With faint denials weaker than before. 
CCXXII. 
And now no longer Ictttd of his prey. 

He leaps up at it with enrag'd defire : 
Overlooks the neighbours with a wide furvey. 
And nods at every houfe his threatening fire. 
CCXXIII. 
The ghofts of traitors from the bridge defcendy 

With bold fanatic fpeftres to rejoice : 
About the fire into a dance they bend, 
And fing their fabbath notes with feeble voice. 
CCXXIV. 
Our guardian angel faw them where they fate 
Above the palace of our flumbering king : 
He figh'd, abandoning his charge to fate, 
And drooping, oft look\i back upon the wing. 

ccxxv. 

At length the crackling noife and dreadful blaze 

Caird up fome waking lover to the fight ; 
And long it was ere he the reft could raife, 

Whofe heavy eyelids yet were full of night. 
CCXXVI. 
The next to danger, hot purfued by fate, 

Half-cloth'd, half-naked, haftily retire : 
And frighted mothers ftrike their breafts too late, 

For helplefs infant! left amidft the fire. 

CCXXVII. Thti 
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CCXXVII. 

Their cries Toon waken all the dwellers near ; 

Now murmuring noifes rife in every ftreet : 
The more remote run Humbling with their fear. 

And in tl|^ dark men juftle as they meet. 
CCXXVIII. 
So weary bees in little cells repofe; 

But if night-robbers lift the well-ftor'd hive, 
An humming through their waxen city grows, 

And out upon each other's wings they drive. 
CCXXIX. 
Now ftreets grow throng'd and bufy as by day 1 

Soine run for buckets to the hallowM quiie : 
Some cut the pipes, and foiTie the engines play ; 

And fome more bold mount ladders to the fire. 
CCXXX. 
In vain : for from the Eaft a Belgian wind 

His hoftile brer.th through the dry rafters lent ; 
Tiicilajnes impellM foon left their foes behind, 

And forward with a wanton fury went. 

ccxxxr. 

A key of fire ran all along the fhore, 

And lightened all the river with a blaze : 
The waken'd tides began again to roar, 

And wondering fifh in fliining waters gaze. 
CCXXXII. 
Old father Thames raisM up his reverend head. 

But fear'd the fate of Simois would return : 
Deep in his ooze he fought his feJgy bed, 

And ihrunk kis waters back into his urn. 

H * CCXXXin. The 
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ccxxxiir. 

ITie fire, mean-time, 'walks in a broa 

To either hand his wing* he opens 
He wades the ftreets, and ftraight he 

And plays his longing flames on th 
CCXXXIV. 
At firft they warm, then fcorch, and t 

Now with long necks from fide to (i 
At length gi'own ftrong their mother- 

Aiid a new colony of flames fuccce( 

ccxxxv. 

To eyery nobler portion of the town 

The curling billows roll their reftle 

In parties now they ftraggle up and d( 

As arniies unopposM for prey divide, 

CCXXXVI. 

One mighty fquadron with a fide-wind 

Thrbugh nanow lanes his cumberM 

By powerful charms of gold and filver 

The J-ombard bankers and the Chan 

CCXXXVII. 

Ano£her backward to the Tower woul 

And flowly eats his way againft the \ 

But the main body of the marching foe 

Againft th' imperial palace is defign'd 

ccxxxviri. 

Now [lay appears, and with the day th( 
Wliofe early care had robb'd him of 

Far off the cracks of falling houfes ring 
And (bricks of fubje6ls pierce his ten< 

s cc 
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CCXXXIX. 
IJear as he draws, thick harbingers of fmoke 

With gloomy pillars cover all the place ; 
Whofe little intervals of night are broke 
By fparks, that drive againft his facred face. 
CCXL. 
Mo|^ than his guards his forrows made him known. 

And pious tears which down his cheeks did fhower : 
The wretched in his grief forgot their own ; 
So much the pity of a king has power. 
i CCXLI. 

I He wept the flames of what he lov'd Co well, 
! And what fo well had merited his love : 
For never prince in grace did more excel, 
1 Or royal city more in duty ftrove. 
1 CCXLII. 

Nor with an idle care did he behold : 

Subjefts may grieve, but monarchs rauft redrefs } 
He chears the fearful, and commends the bold. 
And. makes defpairers hope for good fuccefs. 
CCXLIII. 
Himfelf direfts what fir ft is to be done. 

And orders all the fuccours which they bring : 
The helpful and the good about him run, 
And form an army worthy fuch a king. 
CCXLIV. 
He fees the dire contagion fpread fo faft. 
That where it feizes all relief is vain : 
And therefore muft unwillingly lay wafte 
That cpuntj'y, wliich would elfc the foe maintain. 
H 3 CCXLV. The 
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CCXLV. 

The powder blows up all before the fire : 

Th' amazed flames ftand gathered on a heap i 
And from the precipice's brink retire, 

Afraid to venture on fo large a leap. 
CCXLVI. 
Thus fighting fires a while themfelves confume, 

But ftraight like Turks forc'd on to win or die, 
They firft lay tender bridges of their fume. 

And o'er the breach in un6luous vapours fly. 
CCXLVII. 
Part ftay for paffKge, till a guft of wind 

Ships o'er their forces in a fhining fheet : 
Part creeping under ground their journey blind. 

And climbing from below their fellows meet. 
CCXLVIII. 
Thus to fome defert plain, or old wood-fide, 

Dire night-hags come from far to dance tlKir round 
And o'er broad rivers on their fiends they ride. 

Or fweep in clouds above the blafted gi*ound. 
CCXLIX. 
No help avails : for, hydi*a-likc, the fire 

Lifts up his hundred heads to aim his way : 
And fcirce the wealthy can one half retire. 

Before he rulhes in to fliare the prey. « 

CCL. 
The rich grow fuppliant, and the poor grow proud : 

Thofe cfFcr mighty gain, and thcfe afk more: . 
So void of pity is th' ignoble crowd, 

When others ruin may increase their ftorc. 

5 ecu. A 
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CCLI. 
As thofe who live by (hores with joy behold 

Some wealthy velTel fplit or ftranded nigh ; 
And from the rocks leap down for fhipwreck'd gold. 
And fcek the tempefts which the others fly : 
CCLII. 
So thefe but wait the owners laft defpair. 

And what*s permitted to the flames invade ; 
Ev'n from their jaws they hungry morfels tear, 
And on their backs the ipoils of Vulcan lade* 
CCLIII. 
The days were all in this loft labour fpent ; 

And when the weai-y king gave place to night. 
His beams he to his royal brother lent. 
And fo.ihone ftill in his refle6live light. 
CCLIV. 
Night came, but without darknefs or repofe, 

A difmal pi6lure of the general doom ; 
Where fouls diftra6led when the trumpet blows. 
And half unready with their bodies come. 
CCLV. 
Thofe who have homes, when home they do repiair. 
To a laft lodging call their v^ndering friends : 
Their (hort uneafy deeps are broke with care. 
To look how near their own deftru£lion tends. 
CCLVI. 
Thofe who have none, fit round wher'^ once it was, 

And with full eyes each wonted room require i 
Haunting the yet warm aihes of the place, 
As murder'd men walk where they did expire. 

H 4. CCLVII. Some 
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CCLVII. 
Some ftir up coals and watch the veftal fire. 

Others in vain from fight of ruin run 5 
And while through burning labyrinths they retire 
With loathing eyes repeat what they would (hi 
CCLVIII. 
The mod in fields like herded beads lie down. 

To dews obnoxious on the graffy floor 5 
And while their babes in fleep their forrows drew: 
Sad parents watch the remnants of their Ikore, 
CCLIX. . 
While by the motion of the flames they guefs 

What ftreets are burning now, and what are ne 
An infant waking to the paps would prefs, 
And meets, inftead of milk, a falling tear. 
CCLX. 
No thought can eafe them but their fovercign's ci 
Whofe praife th' afflifted as their comfort fing : 
Ev'n thofe, whom want might drive to juft defpai: 
Think life a bleffing under fuch a king. 
CCLXI. 
Mean-time he fadly fuffers in their grief. 

Out-weeps an hermit, and out-prays a faint ; 
All the long night he ftudics their relief, 

How they may be fupply'd, and he may want. 
CCLXII. 
O God, faid he, thou patron of my days. 
Guide of my youth in exile and diftrefs ! 
Who me unfriended brought'il by wondrous ways 
The kingdom of my fathers to pofi'efs : 

CCLXIII. 
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CCLXIII. 
u my judge, with what unweary'cl care 
ice have labourM for my people's good $ 
nd the bruifes of a civil war, 
d ftop the iffues of their wafting blood. 

CCLXIV. 
J who haft taught me to forgive the ill, 
nd recompenfe as friends the good milled 3 
lercy be a precept of thy will, 
letum that mercy on thy fervant's head. 

CCLXV. 
• if my heedlefs youth has ftepM aftray. 
Too foon forgetful of thy gracious hand i 
11 me alone thy juft difpleafure lay. 
But take thy judgments from this mourning land. 
CCLXVI. 
We all have iinn'd, and thou haft laid us low. 

As humble earth from whence at firft we came : 
Like flying (hades before the clouds we (how. 
And flu'ink like parchment in confuminjg flame. 
CCLXVII. 
let it be enough what thou haft done ; 

When fpotted deaths ran armM through every ftrcet. 
With poifon'd darts which not the good could ftiun. 
The fpeedy could out-fly, or valiant meet. 
CCLXVIII. 
The living few, and frequent funerals then, 

Proclaim^ thy wrath on this forfaken place : 
\nd now thofe few who aj-e rcturaM again. 
Thy fearching judgments to their dwellings trace. 

CCXXIX. 
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CCLXIX. 
O pafs not, Lord; an abfolutc decree, 

Or bind thy fentence unconditional : 
But in thy fentence our remorfe forefec. 

And in' that forcfight this thy doom recal. 
CCLXX. 
Thy threatenings, Lord, as thine thou may^ft fcvo; 

But if immutable and fix'd they ftand, 
Contiriue ftili thyfclf to give the ftroke, 

And let not foi^cign foes opprefs thy land. 

ccLxxr. 

Th' Eternal heard, and from the heavenly quire 

Chofe out the cherub with the flaming fword j 
And bad him fwiftly drive th' approaching fire 

From where our naval rtiagazines were ftor'd. 
CCLXXII. 
The blcfTcd minifter his v/ings difplay'd. 

And like a fhooting ftar he cleft the night i 
He charg'd the flames, and thofc that difobey'd 

He lafli'd to duty with his fword of light. 
CCLXXIII. 
The fugitive flames chaftlsM went forth to prey 

On pious ftru6lurcs, by our fathers rear'd ; 
By which to heaven they did affe6l the way. 

Ere faith in churchmen without works was heard 
CCLXXIV. 
The wanting orphans faw with watery eyes, 

Tiieir founders chtJritv in duft laid low ; 
And fcr.t to God tlicir cvir r.nr\vcr\l Tries, 

For he prottcls the poor, who made them fo, 

CCLXXV. N 
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CCLXXV. 

Nor could thy fabric, Paul's, defend thee long, 
I Though thou wcrt facred to thy Maker's praife : 
Though made immortal by a poet's fong ; 
And poets fongs the Theban walls couldv raife. 
CCLXXVI. 
The daring flames peep'd in, and faw from far 

The awful beauties of the facred quire : 
But, fince it was prophan'd by civil war. 
Heaven thought it fit to have it purg'd by fire, 
CCLXXVII. 
NW down the narrow ftreets it fv/iftly came, 

And widely opening did on both fides prey : 
This benefit we fadly owe the flame. 
If only ruin muft enlarge our way. 
CCLXXVIII. 
And now four days the fun had feen our woes : 
Four nights the moon beheld th' inccfiant fire ; 
It feem'd as if the ftars more fickly rofe. 
And farther from the feverifh north retire* 
CCLXXIX. 
In th' empyrean heaven, the blefs'd abode. 

The thrones and the dominions proltrate lie, 
"Ot daring to behold their angry God ; 
And an huih'd filence dnmps the tuneful flcy. 
CCLXXX. 
At !cn;Tth th' Almighty cad a pitying eye, 

And mercy foftly tcuch'd his melting breafi: : 
He faw the town's or.e half in rubbifn lie. 
And eager flames drive on to ilorm the reft. 

CCLXXXI. An 
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CCLXXXI. 

An hollow cryftal pyramid he takes. 
In firmamental waters dipt above ; 
Of it a broad extinguiiher he makes. 
And hoods the flames that to their quarry di 
CCLXXXII. 
The vanquifhM fires withdraw from every placi 

Or full with feeding fink into a fleep : 
Each houfhold genius fhews again his face. 
And from the hearths the little lares creep. 
CCLXXXIII. 
Our king this more than natural change behol 

With fober joy his heart and eyes abound : 
To the All-good his lifted hands he folds. 
And thanks liim low on his redeemed groum 
CCLXXXIV. 
As when (harp frofts had long conftrain'd the c: 

A kindly thaw unlocks it with cold i*ain j 
And firft the tender blade peeps up to birth. 
And ftraight the green fields laugh with promi8''d 
CCLXXXV. 
By fuch degrees the fprcading gladncfs grew 

In every heart which fear had froze before : 
The ftanding ftrcets with fo much joy they view. 
That with lefs grief the perilhM they deplore. 
CCLXXXVJ. 
The father of the people opened wide 

His fiorcs, and all the poor with plenty fed i 
Thus Gods anointed God's own place fupply'd, 
And fiird the empty with his daily bread. 

CCLXXXVII. 
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CCLXXXVII. 

This royal bounty brought its own reward. 

And in their minds fo deep did print the fenfe 5 
That if their ruins fadly they regard, 

Tis but with fear the fight might drive him thence. 
CCLXXXVIII. 
But fo may he live long, that town to fway. 

Which by his aufpice they will nobler make, 
As he will hatch their afhes by his ftay, 

And not their humble ruins now forfake. 
CCLXXXIX. 
They have not loft their loyalty by fire ; 

Nor is their courage or their wealth fo low. 
That from his wars they poorly would retire. 

Or beg the pity of a vanquifh'd foe, 

ccxc. 

Not with more conftancy the Jews, of old 

By Cyrus from rewarded exile fent, 
Their royal city did in di^ behold. 

Or with more vigour to rebuild it went. 

CCXCI. 
Tie utmoft malice of the ftars is paft, 
And two dire comets, which have fcourgM the town, 
1 their own plague and fire have breathM the laft. 
Or dimly in their finking fockets frown. 

ccxcir. 

)w frequent trines the happier lights among, 
And high-rais'd Jove, from his dark prlfon freed, 
lofc weights took off that on his planet hung, 
W^ill glorioufly the new-laid works fucceed. 

CCXCIIT. Me. 
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CCXCIII. 

Metbinks already from this chcmic flame, 

I fee a city of more precious mold : 
Kich as the town which gives the Indies nan 

With filver pav'd, and all divine with gol< 
CCXCIV. 
Already labouring with a mighty fate, 

She fhak.es the rubbifh from her mounting 
And feems to have renewM her charter's dal 

Which heaven will to the death of time ; 

ccxcv. 

More great than human now, and more aug^ 

Now deify'd Ihe from her fires does rife : 
Her widening ftrcets on new foundations tn 

And opening. into larger parts fhe flies, 
CCXCVI. 
Before fhe like fome fhcpherdefs did fhow. 

Who fat to bathe her by a river's fide ; 
Not anfwering to her fame, but rude and lo' 

Nor taught the beauteous aits of modern 
CCXCVII. 
Now like a maiden queen fhe will behold. 

From her high turrets, hourly fuitors come 
The Eaft with incenfe, and the Weft ^ith gc 

Will fland like fuppliants to receive her dc 
CCXCVIII. 
The filver Thames, her own domeflic flood. 

Shall bear her veffels like a fweeping trair 
And often v/ind, as o f his miftrcfs proud. 

With longing eyes to meet her face again 

ccx< 
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CCXCIX. 
le wealthy Tagus, and the v/ealthier Rhine, 
The glory of their towns no more (hall boaft, 
nd Seyne, that wouM with Belgian rivers join. 
Shall find her lulhe (lainM, and traffic loft. 

CCC. 
\it venturous merchant who defign'd more far, 
And touches on our hofpitable (hore, 
krm'd with the fplendor of this northeni ftjir. 
Shall here unlade him, and depart no more. 

CCCI. 
hir powerful navy (hall no longer meet, 
The wealth of France or Holland to invyide : 
Tic beauty of this town without a fleet. 
From all the world (liall vindicate her trade. 

CCCII. 
^nd while this fam'd emporium we prepare, 
The Britiih ocean ihall fuch triumphs boaft, 
liat thofe, who now difdain our trade to ftiare. 
Shall rob like pirates on our wealthy coaft. 

cccm. 

Iready we have conquer'd half the war, 
And the lefs dangerous part is left behind : 
if trouble now is but to make them dare. 
And not fo great to vanquifti as to find. 

CCCIV. 
IU8 to the eaftem wealth through ftorms we gOf 
8ut now, the Cape once doubled, fear no more 5 
conftant trade-wind will fecurely blow, 
Vnd gently lay us on the fpicy (hore. 

AN 
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ESSAY UPON SAT 



By Mr Drvden, and the Earl of Mui 

TT OW dull, and how Infenfiblc a beaft 
"*•"*• Is raan, who yet would lord it o'er the 
Philofophers and poets vainly ftrove 
In every age the lumpifh mafs to move : 
But thofe were pedants, when compai'd with 
Who know not only to inftruft but pleafe. 
Poets alone found the delightful way, 
Myfterious morals gently to convey 
In charming numbers j fo that as men grew 
Pleas'd with their poems, they grew wifer to 
Satire has always (hone among the reft, 
And is the boldeft way, if not the beft, 
^ To tell men freely of their fofuleft faults ; 
To laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer the 
In fatire too the wife took difterent ways. 
To each deferving its peculiar praifc. 
Some did all folly with juft fharpnefs blame, 
Whilft others laugh'd and fcorn'd them into 
But of thefe two, the laft fucceeded beft. 
As men aim righteft when they ihoot in jeft. 
Yet, if we may prefumc to blame our guides 
And ccnfure thofe who cenfure all befidesj 
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In other things they Juftly are preferr'd : 
In this alone raethinks the ancients err'd ) 
Againft the grofl'eft follies they declaim } 
Hard they purfue, but hunt ignoble game. 
Nothing is eafier than fuch blots to hit. 
And 'tis the talent of each vulgar wit 1 
Befides 'tis labour loft j for who would preach 
\ Morals to Armftrong, or dull Afton teach ? 
Tis being devout at play, wife at a ball, 
Or bringing wit and fricndftiip to Whitehall* 
But with (harp eyes thofe nicer faults to find> 
Which lie obfcurely in the wifeft mind j 
That little fpeck which all the reft does fpoil^ 
To wafh off that would be a noble toil j 
Beyond the loofe-writ libels of this age. 
Or the forced fcencs of our declining ftage j 
Above all cenfure too, each little wit 
Will be fo glad to fee the greater hit j 
Who judging better, though concemM the moft» 
Of fuch corre£lion will have caufe to boaft. 
In fuch a fatire all would feek a /hare. 
And every fool will fancy he is there. 
Old ftory-tellers too muft pine and dk. 
To fee their antiquated wit laid by j 
like her, who mifsM her name in a lampoon. 
And griev'd to find herfelf decay'd fo foon. 
No common coxcomb muft be mentioned here : 
Not the dull train of dancing fparks appear; 
Nor fluttering officers who never fight ; 
Of fuch a wretched rabble who would write ? 

Vol. I. I Much 
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Much lefs half wits : that's more againft our rules; 

For they are fops, the other are but fools. 

Who would not be as filly as Dunbar ? 

As dull as Monmouth, rather than Sir Can* ? 

The cunning courtier fhould be flighted too, 

Whof with dull knavery makes fo much ado ; 

Till the (hrewd fool, by thriving too too faft. 

Like ^fop's fox becomes a prey at laft. 

Nor fliall the royal miftreffes be nam'd. 

Too ugly, or too eafy, to be blam'd ; 

With whom each rhyming fool keeps fuch a pother, 

They are as common that way as the other : 

Yet fauntering Charles, between his beaftly brace, \ 

Meets with diflembling ftill in either place, | 

AfFefled humour, or a painted face. 

In loyal libels we have often told him. 

How one has jilted him, the other fold him ; 

How that afFefts to laugh, how this to weep j 

But who can rail fo long as he can deep ? 

Was ever prince by two at once mifled, 

Falfe, foolifh, old, ill-natur'd, and ill-bred f 

Earnely and Aylcftury, with all that race 

Of bufy blockheads, (hall have here no place j 

At council fet as foils on Dorfct's fcore. 

To make that great falfe jewel (hine die more $ 

Who all that while was thought exceeding wife. 

Only for taking pains and telling lies. 

But there 's no meddling with fuch naufeous men ; 

Their very names have tir'd my laiy pen i 

S 'T 
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^is time to quit their companyy and chufe 
Some fitter Aibje^l for a iharper Mgle. 

Firft, let's behold the merrieft man alive 
Agalnft his carelefs genius vainly ftrlve ; 
Quit his d^r eaie, fome deep defign to lay^ 
'Gainft a fet time, and then forget the day t 
Yet he will laugh at bis beft friends, and be 
Juft as good company as Nokes and Lee. 
But when he aims at reaibn or at rule. 
He turns himfelf the beft to ridicule. 
Let him a{ bulinefs ne'er fo earned (it, 
Shew him but mirth, and bait that mirth with wit ; 
That Ai^dow of a jeft (liall be enjoy'd. 
Though he left all mankind to be deftroy'd. 
80 cat transform M fat gravely and demure, 
Till moufe appear d, and thought himfelf fecure j 
But foon the lady had him in her eye, 
And from her friend did juft as oddly fly. 
Reaching above our nature docs no gooil ; 
We muft fall back to our old ilefh and blood i 
As by our- little Machiavel we find 
That nimbleft creature of the bufy kind. 
His limbs are crippled, and his body fhakes ; ^ 

Yet his hard mind, which all this biiflle makes, ^ 

No pity of its poor companion takes. ^ 

What gravity can hold from laughing out, 
To fee him drag his feeble legs about. 
Like hounds ill-coupled ? Jowler lugs him fb'll 
Through hedges, ditches, and through all that's ill. 
I 2 'Twcre 
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^Twcre crime in any man but him alone. 

To ufe a body fo, though ^tis one^s own : 

Yet this falfe comfort never gives him o'er, 

That whilft he creeps his vigorous thoughts can A 

Alas ! that foaring, to thofe few that know. 

Is but a bufy groveling here below. 

So men in rapture think they mount the (ky, 

Whilft on the ground th' intranced wretches lie : 

So modern fops have fancy'd they could fiy. 

As the new earl with parts deferving praife. 

And wit enough to laugh at his own ways ; 

Yet lofes all foft days and fenfual nights^ 

Kind nature checks, and kinder fortune (lights ; 

Striving againft his quiet all he can. 

For the fine notion of a bufy man. 

And what is that at beft, but one, whofe mind 

Is made to tire himfelf and all mankind ? 

For Ireland he would go ; faith, let him reign 9 

For if fome odd fantaftic lord would fain 

Cany in trunks, and all my drudgery do, 

I Ml not only pay him, but admire him too. 

But is there any other beaft that lives, 

Who his own harm fo wittingly contiives ? 

Will any dog, that has his teeth and ftones, 

Refincdly leave his bitches and his bones. 

To turn a wheel ? and bark to be employed. 

While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd ? 

Yet this fond man, to get a ftatefman^s name. 

Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and his fame. 

5 The 



DRYDEN'S POEMS. 117 

Though fatire nicely writ no humour ftings 
But thofe who merit pralfe in other things ; 
Yet we muft needs this one exception make. 
And break our rules for folly Tropos fake ^ 
Who was too much defpisM to be accused. 
And therefore icarce deferves to be abusM ; 
RaisM only by his mercenary tongue, 
For railing fmoothly, and for reafoning wrong. 
As boys on holy-days let loofe to play, 
Lay waggifli traps for girls that pafs that way j 
Then fliout to fee in dirt and deep dilhefs 
Some filly cit in her flowerM foolifh drefs ; 
So have I mighty fatisfaftion found. 
To fee his tinfel reafon on the ground : 
To fee the florid fool defpis'd, and know it, 
By feme who fcarce have words enough to fliow it : 
For fenfe fits filent, and condemns for weaker 
The finner, nay fometimes the wittieft fpeaker ; 
But ^tis prodigious fo much eloquence 
Should be acquired by fuch little fenfe ; 
For words and wit did anciently agree, 
And Tully was no fool, though this man be : 
At bar abufive, on the bench unable, 
Knave on tlie woolfack, fop at council-table. 
Thefe are the grievances of fuch fools as would 
Be rather wife than honeft, great than good. 

Some other kind of wits muft be made known, 
Whofe harmlefs errors hurt themfelves alone j 
Exccfs of luxury they think can pleafe. 
And lazinefs call loving of their cafe : 

I 3 To 
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To Jive diflblTM in pleafures ftill they feign 
Though their whole life 's but intermitting f 
So much of furfeits, head-aches^ claps are i 
We fcarce perceive the little time between : 
Well-meaning men who make this grofs tni 
And pleafure lofe only for pleafure's fake ; 
Each pleafure has its price, and when we pa 
Too much of pain, we fquander life away. 

Thus Dorfet, purring like a thoughtful c 
Marry'd, but wifcr pufs ne'er thought of th 
And firft he worry'd her with railing rhime. 
Like Pembroke's maftives at his kindeft tim 
Then for one night fold all his flavifh life, 
A teeming widow, but a barren wift ; 
Sweird by contaft of fuch a fulfora toad. 
He iugg'd about the matrimonial load 5 
Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he. 
Has ill reftor'd him to his liberty ; 
Which he would ufe in his old fneaking waj 
Drinking all night, and dozing all the day j 
Dull as Ned Howard, whom his brifker tim< 
Had fam'd for dulnefs in malicious rhymes. 

Mulgrave had much ado to fcape the fnar 
Though learn'd in all thofc arts that cheat t 
For after all his vulgar marriage-mocks, 
With beauty dazzled, Numps was in the fto 
Deluded parents dry'd their weeping eyes. 
To fee him catch his tartar for his prize : 
Th' impatient town waited the wifh'd-for cY 
And cuckolds fmil'd in hopes of fwect reven 
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Till Pctworth plot made us with forrow fee. 
As his eftate, his perfon too was free : 
Him no (oft thoughts, no gi*atitude could move j 
To gold he fled from beauty and from love ; 
Yet failing there he keeps his freedom ftill, 
ForcM to live happily againft his will : 
Tis not his fault, if too much wealth and power 
k Break not his boaded quiet every hour. 
And little Sid. for fimile renownM, 
Pleafure has always fought but never found : 
Though all his thoughts on wine and women fall. 
His are fo bad, fure he ne'er thinks at all. 
The fleih he lives upon is rank and ftrong. 
His meat and milireflcs are kept too long. 
But fure we all millake this pious man. 
Who mortifies his perfon all he can : 
What we uncharitably take for fin. 
Are only rules of this odd capuchin ; 
For never hermit under grave pretence. 
Has liv^d more contrary to common fenfe ; 
And 'tis a miracle we may fuppofe. 
No naftlnefs offends his fkilful nofe $ 
Which from all (link can with peculiar art 
Extra6l perfume and edence from a f— >t : 
Expecting fupper is his great delight ; 
He toils all day but to be drunk at night : 
Then o'er his cups this night-bird chirping fits. 
Till he takes Hewet and Jack Hall for wits. 

Rochefter I defpife for want of wit. 
Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet ; 

I 4 For 
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For while he mifchief means to all mankind^ 

Himfelf alone the ill efFefts does find : 

And fo like witches juftly AifFers ihzme, 

Whofe harmlefs malice is fo much the fame. 

Falfe are his words, afFe6led is his wit 9 

So often he does aim, fo feldom hit $ 

To every face he cringes while he fpeaks. 

But when the back is turnM the head he breaks s 

Mean in each a6lion, lewd in every limb, 

Manners thiemfelves are mifchievous in him : 

A proof that chance alone makes every creature, 

A very Killigrew without good-nature. 

For what a Beflus has he always liv'd. 

And his own kickings notably contriv'd ? 

For, there's th« folly that's ftill mixt with fear, 

Cowards more blows than any hero bear j 

Of fighting fparks fome may their pleafures fay. 

But 'tis a bolder thing to run away : 

The world may well forgive him all his ill. 

For every fault does prove his penance ftill : 

Falfely he falls into fome dangerous noofe. 

And then as meanly labours to get loofe j 

A life fo infamous is better quitting. 

Spent in bafe injury and low fubmitting. 

I \{ like to have left out his poetry j 

Forgot by all almoft as well as me. 

Sometin.cs he has fome humour, never wit. 

And if it rarely, very rarely, hit, 

'Tis under fo much nafty rubbifn laid, 

To find it out's the cinderwoman's trade j 
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Who for the wretched remnants of a fire. 

Mud toil all day in alhes and in mire. 

So lewdly dull his idle works appear, 

The wretched texts deferve no comments here ; 

Where one poor thought fometimes, left all alone, 

For a whole page of dulnefs muft atcaie. 

How vain a thing is man, and how unwife j 
Ev'n he, who would himfelf the moft defpife ! 
I, who fo wife and humble feem to be, 
Now my own vanity and pride can't fee. 
While the world's nonfenfe is fo fliarply ihewn, 
We pull down others but to raife our own ; 
That we may angels feem, we paint them elves. 
And are but fatires to fet up ourfelves. 
I, who have all this while been finding fault, 
Ev'ii with my mafter, who firft fatire taught ; 
And did by that defciibe the tafk fo hard. 
It feems ftupendous and above reward ; 
Now labour with unequal force to climb 
That lofty hill, unreached by former time : 
•Tis juft that I fliould to the bottom fall. 
Learn to write well, or not to write at all. 
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ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 

** Si propius ftcs, 
** Te capiet magis— — " 

PART I. 

To THE Reader. 

T T IS rtot my intention to make an apology for my 
■*• poem : fomc will think it needs no cxcufe, and 
others will receive none. The defign I am furc is ho- 
neft : but he who draws his pen for one party, muft 
expcft to make enemies of the other. For wit and 
fool are confeqiients of Whig and Tory; and every 
man is a knave or an afs to the contrary fule. Thcrt 
is a treafury of merits in the Fanatic church, as well as 
in the Popifh j and a pennyworth to be had of faint- 
ihip, honefty, and poetry, for the lewd, the fa6liout, 
and the blockheads : but the longcft chapter in Deu- 
teronomy has not curfes enough for an Anti-Broming- 
ham. My comfort is, their manifeil prejudice to my 
caufe will render their judgment of lefs authority againft 
me. Yet if a poem have genius, it will force its own 
reception in the world. For there is a fweetnefs in 
good verfe, which tickles even while it hurts : and no 
man can be heartily angry with him who pleafes him 
vgainft his will. The commendation of adverfariet 
is the greateft triumph of a writer, bccaufc it never 

comes 
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comes unlefs extorted. But I can be fatisiied on 
more eafy terms : if I happen to pleafe the more mo* 
derate fort, I fhall be Aire of an honeft party, and, in 
all probability, of the bed judges : for the leaft con- 
cerned arc comnronly the leaft corrupt. And I con- 
fers I have laid in for thofe, by rebating the fatire, 
where juftice would allow it, from carrying too fliarp 
an 'edge. They who can criticife fo weakly, as to . 
ima^ne I have done tny worft, may be convinced at 
their own coll that I can write feverely, with more 
eafe than I can gently. I have but laughed at 
fome men^s follies, when I could have declaimed agalnll 
their vices : and other men's virtues I have commend- 
ed, as freely as I have taxed their crimes. And now, 
if you are a malicious reader, I expefl you (hould re- 
turn upon me that I affe6l to be thought more impar- 
tial than I am : but if men are not to be judged by 
their profefHons, God forgive you commonwealth's- 
men for profeiling fo plauubly for the government. 
Von cannot be fo unconfcionable as to charge me for 
not fubfcribing my name ; for tliat would refie5l too 
grofly upon your own party, who never dare, thougli 
they have the advantage of a jury to fecure them. If 
you like not my poem, the fault may pofnbly be in my 
writing; thoxigh it is hard for an author to judge 
againd himfclf. But more probably it is in your mo- 
rals, which cannot bear ihc truth of it. The violent 
on both fides will condemn the chara6>cr of Abfalom, 
as either too favourably or too hardly drawn. But 
they are not the violent whom I defire to pleafe. The 
fault on the right hand is to extenuate, palliate, and 
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indulge ; and to confefs freely, I have cnde 
commit it. Befides the refpeft which I ow< 
I have a greater for his heroic virtues; a 
himfelf could not be more tender of the yoi 
life, than I would be of his reputation. Bi 
moft, excellent natures ore always the moft 
as being fuch, are the fooneft perverted by i] 
cfpecially when baited with fame and glory 
more a wonder that he withftood not the t 
of Achitophel, than it was for Adam not t 
fifted the two devils, the ferpent and the wor 
conclufion of the ftory I purpofely forbore 
cute, becaufe I could not obtain from myfe 
Abfalom unfortunate. The frame of it w 
but for a pifture to the waift 5 and if the d 
fo far true, it is as much as I defig^ed. 

Were I the inventor, who am only the 1: 
fhould certainly conclude the piece, with the 
ment of Abfalom to David. And who kno> 
may come to pafs ? Things were not brought t 
mity where I left the ftory : there fecms yet 1 
left for a compofure ; hereafter there may 1 
pity. I have not Co much as an unchari 
itgainft Achitophel ; but am content to be 
:i good-natured error, and to hope with Oi 
the devil himfelf may at laft be faved. 
realbn, in this poem, he is neither brought 
houle in onlcr, nor to difpofe of his perlbn 
SIS he in wiiUom lh;ill think fit. Gcd is 
jnercifu! j antl his vic.jjeicnt is only not fo, 
h not infinite. 
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The true end of fatire is the amendment of vices by 
correction. And he, who writes honeftly, is no more 
an enemy to the offender, than the phyiician to the pa- 
tient, when he prefcribes harfh remedies to an invete- 
rate difeafe ; for thofe are only in order to prevent the 
chirurgcon^s work of an Enfe refcindendumy which I 
wiih not to my very enemies. To conclude all \ if 
the body politic have any analogy to the nattural, in 
my weak judgment, an a£l: of oblivion were as necef- 
fary in a hot diftempered ftate, as an opiate would be in 
a raging fever. 

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 

T N pious times ere priellcraft did begin, 

•*- Before polygamy was made a fin 5 

When man on many multiply'd his kind. 

Ere one to one was curfedly confined ; 

When nature prompted, and no law deny'd 

Promifcuous ufe of concubine and bride $ 

Then Ifrael's monarch after heaven's own heart 

His vigorous warmth did vaiioudy impart 

To wives and Haves ; and wide as his command. 

Scattered his Maker's image through the land. 

Michal, of royal blood, the crown did wear ; 

A foil ungrateful to the tiller's care : 

Not fo the reft j for feveral mothers bore 

To god-like David feveral fons before. 

But fince like (laves his bed they did afcend. 

No true fuccciiion could their feed attend. 

Of 



11^ DRYDEN'S POEMS. 

Of all the numerous progeny was none 

So beautiful, fo brave> as Abfalom : 

Whether infpir'd by fome diviner luft, 

Hi« father got him with a greater gu£b : 

Of that his confcious deftiny made way. 

By manly bea^ity to imperial fway. 

Early in foreign fields he won renown. 

With kings and ftates ally'd to liraePs crown s 

In peace the thoughts of war he could remove. 

And feem'd as be were only born for love. 

Whatever he did, was done with fo much cafe. 

In him alone 'twas natural to pleafe : 

His motions all accompany'd with grace ^ 

And paradife was open'd in his face. 

With fecret joy indulgent David view'd 

His youthful image in his fon renewed : 

To all his wifhes nothing he deny'd 5 

And made the charming Annabel his bride. 

What faults he had, for who from faults is free ? 

His father could not, or he would not fee. 

Some warm exceffes which the law forbore, 

Were conftrued youth that purg'd by boiling o'er j 

And Amnon's murder by a fpecious name. 

Was caird a juft revenge for injur'd fame. 

Thus prais'd and lov'd, the noble youth remainM^ 

While David undiihirb'd in Sion reign'd. 

But life can never be iincerely bleft : 

Heaven puniihes the bad, and proves the bed. 

The Jews, a headftrong, moody, murmuring race. 

As ever try'd th' extent and ftretch of grace i 

God' 
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God's pamper'd people, whom debauch'd with eafe. 

No king could govern, nor no God could pleafe 5 

Gods they had tryM of every fliape and fize, 

That godirniths could produce, or priefts devife : 

Thefe Adam-wits too fortunately free, 

Began to dream they wanted liberty ; 

And when no rule, no precedent was found. 

Of men, by laws lefs circumfcrib'd and bound $ 

They led their wild defires to woods and caves. 

And thought that all but favages were flaves. 

They who, when Saul was dead, without a blow. 

Made fooliih Ifhbofheth the crown forego 5 

Who bani^'d David did from Hebron bring, 

And with a general fhout proclaimM him king : 

Thofe very Jews, who at their very beft 

Their humour more than loyalty expreft. 

Now wonder'd why fo long they had obey'd 

An idol monarch, which their hands had made ; 

Thought they might ruin him they could create. 

Or melt hitn to that golden calf a ftate. 

But thefe were random bolts : no form'd deHgn, 

Nor intereft made the faftious crowd to join t 

The (bber part of Ifrael, free from ftain. 

Well knew the value of a peaceful reign ; 

And, looking backward with a wife affright, 

Saw feams of wounds difhoneft to the fight ; 

In contemplation of whofe ugly fears. 

They curft the memory of civil wars. 

The moderate fort of m<?n thus qualify'd, 

InclinM the balance to the better fide j 

And 
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And David^s miidnefs managed it fo well. 
The bad found no occafion to rebel. 
But when to (in our biasM nature leans. 
The careful devil is ftill at hand with means | 
And providently pimps for ill deflres : 
The good old caufe revivM a plot requires. 
Plots true or falfe are neceflary things, 
To raife up commonwealths, and ruin kings. 

Th' inhabitants of old Jerufalem 
Were Jebufites ; the town fo calPd from them j 

And theirs the native right 

But when the chofen people grew more ftrong, 

The rightful caufe at length became the wrong j 

And every lofs the men of Jebus bore, 

They ftill were thought God's enemies the more. 

Thus worn or weakenM, well or ill content. 

Submit they muft to David's government : 

ImpoveriihM and deprived of all command. 

Their taxes doubled as they loft their land 5 

And what was harder yet to flefti and blood. 

Their gods difgrac'd, and burnt like common wow 

This fet the heathen priefthood in a flame j 

For priefts of all religions lire the fame. 

Of whatfoe'er defcent their godhead be. 

Stock, ftone, or other homely pedigree. 

In his defence his fervants are as bold. 

As if he had been born of beaten gold. 

The Jewirti rabbins, though their enemies. 

In this conclude them honeft men and wife s 

For 'twas their duty, all the learned think, 

T* efpoufe his caufe, by whom they eat and diink. 
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From hence began that plot, the nation's curfC} 

Bad in itfelf, but reprefented worfe ; 

RaisM in extremes, and in extremes decry M ; 

With oaths aifirmM, with dying vows dcny'd $ 

Not weighM nor winnow^ by the multitude ; 

But fwallow^d in the mafs, unchew'd and crude. 

Some tnith there was, but dafliM and brew'd with licsj 

To pleafe the fools, and puzzle all the wife. 

Succeeding times did equal folly call, 

Believing nothing, or believing all. 

Th* Egyptian rites the Jebufites embrac'd ; 

Where gods were recommended by their tafte. 

Such favoury deities muft needs be good, 

As ferv'd at once for worftiip and for food. 

By force thty could not introduce thefe gods ; 

For ten to one in former days was odds. 

So fraud was us'd, the facrificer's trade : 

Fools are more hard to conquer than perfuadc. 

Their bufy teachers mingled with the Jews, 

And i-ak'd for converts ev'n the court and ftews : 

Which Hebrew priefts the more unkindly took, 

Becaufe the fleece accompanies the flock. 

Some thought they God's anointed meant to flay 

By guns, invented fince full many a day : 

Our author fwears it not 5 but who can know 

How far the devil and Jebufites may go ? 

This plot, which fail'd for want of common fenfc, 

Had yet a deep and dangerous confequence : 

For as, when raging fevers boil the blood. 

The (landing lake fuon floats into a flood, 

Vol. I. K And 
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And every hoftiie humour^ which before 
Slept quiet in its channels, bubbles o'er ; 
So (everal faflions from this iirft ferment. 
Work up to foam and threat the government. 
Some by their friends, more by themfelves thought wife. 
Opposed the power to which they could not rife. 
Some had in couits been great, and thrown from thence. 
Like fiends were harden^ in impenitence. 
Some, by their monarch's fatal mercy, grown 
From pardonM rebels kinfmen to the throne. 
Were raisM in power and public office high $ 
Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men could tie. 

Of thefe the falfe Achitophel was firft ,• 
A name to all fucceeding ages curft : 
For clofe defigns, and crooked counfels fit i 
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit ; 
KefHefs, unfix'd in principles and place $ 
In power unpleas'd, impatient of difgrace : 
A fiery foul, which, working out its way. 
Fretted the pigmy-body to decay. 
And o'er-informM the tenement of clay. 
A daring pilot in extremity ; 
Pleas'd with the danger when the waves went high. 
He fought the ftorms $ but, for a calm unfit. 
Would fleer too nigh the fands to boafl his wit. 
Great wits are fure to madnefs near ally^d, 
And thin partitions do their bounds divide ; 
Elfe why fhould he, with wealth and honour blefl, 
Refufe his age the needful hours of refl ? 

5 fimfk 
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Punifh a body which be could not pleafe } 

Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of cafe ? 

And all to leave what with his toil he won, 

To that unfeather'd two-lcgg'd thing, a fon j 

Got, while his foul did huddled notions try j 

And born a fhapelefs lump, like anarchy. 

In friendship falfe, implacable in hate ; 

Kefolv'd to ruin, or to rule the ftate. 

To compafs this, the triple bond he broke $ 

I'he pillars of the public fafety (hook ; 

And fitted Ifrael for a foreign yoke : 

Then, ieiz'd with fear, yet ilill aife^ing fame, 

Ufurp'd a patriot's all-atoning name. 

So cafy ftill it proves in factious times. 

With public zeal to cancel private crimes. 

How fafe is treafon, and how facred ill, 

Where none can fm againft the people's will ! 

Where crowds can wink, and no ofTg^nce be known. 

Since in another's guilt they find their own ? 

Yet fame deferv'd no enemy can grudge j 

The ftatefman we abhor, but praiie the judge. 

In Ifraers courts ne'er fat an Abethdin * 

With more difcerning eyes, or hands more clean» 

Unbrib'd, unfought, the wretched to redrefs ; 

Swift of difpatch, and eafy of accefs. 

Oh ! had he been content to ferve the crown. 

With virtues only proper to the gown ; 

Or had the ranknefs of the foil been freed 

From cockle, that opprefs'd the noble feed ; 

K X David 
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David for him his tuneful harp had ftning. 
And heaven had wanted one immortal fong* 
But wild ambition loves to Aide, not ftand. 
And fortune's ice prefers to virtue's land. 
Achitophel, grown weary to poflefs 
A lawful fame, and lazy happinefs, 
Difdain'd the golden fruit to gather free, 
And lent the crowd his arm to (hake the tree. 
Now, manifeft of crimes contrivM long iince^ 
Hf ftood at bold defiance with his prince ; 
Hbld up the buckler of the people's caufe 
Againft the crown, and fculk'd behind the laws. 
The wifli'd occafion of the plot he takes j 
Some circumftances finds, but more he makes. 
By buzzing emifTaries fills the ears 
Of liftening crowds with jealoufies and fears 
Of arbitrary counfels brought to light. 
And proves the king himfelf a Jebufite. 
Weak arguments ! which yet he knew full well. 
Were ftrong with people eafy to rebel. 
For, govem'd by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Tread the fame track when fhe the prime renews i 
And once in twenty years their fcribes record. 
By natural inftinft they change their lord. 
Achitophel dill wants a chief, and none 
Was found fo fit as warlike Abfalom. 
Not that he wifh'd his greatnefs to create. 
For politicians neither love nor hate : 
But, for he knew his title not allow'd. 
Would keep him ftill depending on the crowd : 

5 T 
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That kingly power, thus ebbing out, might be 
Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. 
Him he attempts with ftudied arts to pleafe. 
And fheds his venom in fuch words as thefe. 

Aufjpicious prince, at whofe nativity 
Some royal planet rulM the fouthern Iky ; 
Thy longing country's darling and defire ; 
Their cl6udy pillar and their guardian fire t 
Their fecond Mofes, whofe extended wand 
Divides the feas, and fhews the promised land : 
Whofe dawning day, in every diftant age. 
Has exercis'd the facred prophet's rage : 
The people's prayer, the glad diviner's theme. 
The young men's vifion, and the old men's dream ! 
Thee, Saviour, thee the nation's vows confefs. 
And, never fatisfy'd with feeing, blefs : 
Swift uTibefpoken pomps thy fteps proclaim. 
And ftammering babes are taught to lifp thy name* 
How long wilt thou the general joy detain. 
Starve and defraud the people of thy reign j 
Content inglorioudy to pafs thy days, 
Like one of virtue's fools that feed on praife 5 
Till thy frefli glories, which now fhine fo bright. 
Grow ftale, and tamifli with our daily fight ? 
Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit muft be 
Or gathered ripe, or rot upon the tree. 
Heaven has to all allotted, foon or late. 
Some lucky revolution of their fate j 
Whofe motions if wc watch and guide with fkill. 
For human good depends on human will, 

K 3 Our 
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Our fortune rolls as from a rmooth defcent. 
And from the firft impreiHon takes the bent s 
But if unfeizM fhe glides away like wind, 
And leaves repenting folly far behind. 
Now, now (he meets you with a glorious prize. 
And fpreads her locks before you as fhe flies. 
Had thus old David, from whofe loins you fpring> 
Not darM when fortune call'd him to be king. 
At Gath an exile he might ftill remain, 
And heaven's anointing oil had been in vain. 
Let his fuccefsful youth your hopes engage j 
But fliun th' Example of declining age : 
Behold him fetting in his weftern fkies. 
The fhadows lengthening as the vapours rife. 
He is not now, as when on Jordan's fand 
. The joyful people throng'd to fee him land, | 

Covering the beach, and blackening all the flrand 5 - 
But like the prince of angels, from his height 
Comes tumbling downward with dimini/h'd light : 
Petray'd by one poor plot to public fcom : 
Our only blefling fince his curft return : 
Thofe heaps of people which one fheaf did bind. 
Blown off and fcatter'd by a puff of wind. 
W!iat ftrength can he to your defigns oppofe. 
Naked of friends and round befet with foes ? 
If Pharaoh's doubtful fuccour he fhould ufe, 
A foreign aiil would more incenfe the Jews : 
Proud Egypt would diflembled friendfhip bring; 
Foment the war, but not fupport the king : 

No! 
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Nor would the royal party e'er uiutc 
With Pharaoh's armiB t' affift the Jcbufite 5 
Or if they fhould, their interefb foon would break. 
And with fuch odious aid make David weak. 
All forts of men by my fucoefsful arts. 
Abhorring kings, eibange their altered hearts 
From David's rule : and 'tis their general cry. 
Religion, commonwealth, and liberty^ 
If you, as champion of the public good. 
Add to their arms a chief of royal blood. 
What may not Ifrael hope, and what applauft 
Might fuch a general gain by fuch a caufe ? 
Not barren praife alone, that gaudy flower 
Fair only to the fight, but folid power : 
And nobler is a limited command. 
Given by the love of all your native land. 
Than a fucceflive title, long and dark. 
Drawn from the mouldy rolls of Noah's ark. 
What cannot praife effe£l in mighty minds. 
When flattery fooths, and when ambition blinds ? 
Deiire of power, on earth a vicious weed. 
Yet fprung from high is of celeftial feed : 
In God 'tis glory ; and when men afpire, 
*Tis but a fpark too much of heavenly fire- 
Th' ambitious youth, too covetous of fame. 
Too full of angePs metal in his frame. 
Unwarily was led from virtue's ways. 
Made drunk with honour^ and debauch'd with praife. 
Half loath, and half confenting to the ill. 
For royal blood within him ftruggled ftill, 

. K4 He 
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He thus reply'd.— And what pretence have I 
To take up arms for public liberty f 
My father goveras with unqueftion'd right i 
The faith's defender, and mankind's delight 5 
Good, gracious, juft, obfervant of the laws ; 
And heaven by wonders has efpons'd his caufe. 
Whom has he wrong'd in all his peaceful reign ? 
Who fues for juftice to his throne in vain f 
What millions has he pardonM of his foes. 
Whom juft revenge did to his wrath expofe ! 
Mild, eafy, humble, ftudious of our good $ 
Inclined to mercy, an<l averfe from blood. 
If mildnefs ill with ftubborn Ifrael fuit. 
His crime is God*s beloved attribute. 
What could he gain his people to betray. 
Or change his right for arbitrary fway ? 
Let haughty Pharaoh curfe with fuch a reign 
His fi*uitful Nile, and yoke a fcrvile tiain. 
If David's rule Jerufalem difpleafe, 
The dog-ftar heats their brains to this difeafe. 
Why then (hould I, encouraging the bad, 
Turn rebel, and run popularly mad ? 
Were he a tyrant, who by lawlefs might 
Opprefs'd the Jews, and rais'd the Jebulitc, 
Well might I mourn ; but nature's holy bands 
Would curb my fpirits and rcftrain my hands 1 
The people might affert their liberty j 
But what was right in them were crime in me. 
His favour leaves me nothing to require, 
Prsvcnts my wiihes, and out-vuus defuc \ 
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What mare can I expeft while David lives ? 

AH but his kingly diadem he gives : 

And that — But here he pausM ; then, fighing, (aid— 

Is juftly deftin'd for a worthier head. 

For when my father from his toils fhall reft. 

And late augment the number of the bleft, 

His lawful iflue ftiall the throne afcend, 

Or the collateral line, where that (hall end. 

His brother, though opprefsM with vulgar fpite. 

Yet dauntlefs, and fecure of native right, 

Of every royal virtue ftands pofTeft j 

Still dear to all the braveft and the beft. 

His courage foes, his friends his truth proclaim j 

His loyalty the king, the world his fame. 

His mercy ev'n th' offending crowd will find ; 

For fure he comes of a forgiving kind. 

Why ihould I then repine at heaven's decree, 

Which gives me no pretence to royalty ? 

Yet oh that fate, propitiouily inclinM, 

Had raisM my birth, or haa debas'd my mind j 

To my large foul not all her treafure lent. 

And then betray'd it to a meun defcent ! 

I find, I find my mounting fpirlts bojd. 

And David's part diidains my mother's mould. 

Why am I fganted by a niggard binh r 

My foul dilclaims the kimlred of her earth ; 

And made for empire whifpers me within, 

Defire of greatnefs is a god-liiiLe fin. 

Him ilaggering fo, when helTs dire agent found. 
While fainting virtue fcaicc maintained her ground, 
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He pours frdh forces in, and thus replies : 
Th' eternal God, fupremcly good and wife. 
Imparts not thefc prodigious gifts in vain ; 
What wonders are rcferv'd to blefs your reign ! 
Againft your will your arguments have (hown. 
Such virtue's only given to guide a throne. 
Not that your father's mildnefs I contemn ; 
But manly force becomes the diadem. 
'Tis true he grants the people all they crave 5 
And more perhaps than f«bje£ts ought to have : 
For laviJh grants fuppofe a monarch tame. 
And more his goodnefs than his wit proclaim. 
But when fhould people drive their bonds to break. 
If not when kings are negligent or weak ? 
Let him give on till he can give no more, 
The thrifty fanhedrim ftiall keep him poor 5 
And every fhekcl, which he can receive, 
Shall coft a limb of his prerogative. 
To ply him with new plots (hall be my care ; 
Or plunge him deep in fome expenfive war 5 
Which when his treafure can no moi-e fupply. 
He muft, with the remains of kinglhip, buy 
His faithful friends, our jealoufies and fears 
Call Jebufites, and Pharaoh's pcnfioners ; 
Whom when our fury from his aid has torn, 
He fhall be naked left to public fcom. 
The next fucceflbr, whom I fear and hate, 
My arts have made obnoxious to the ftate j 
Turn'd all his virtues to his overthrow, 
And gain'd our ciders to pronounce a foe. 

H 
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His right, for films of neceffary gold, 

Shall firft be pawn'd, and afterwards be fold 5 

Till time (hall ever-wanting David draw. 

To pafs your doubtful title into law 5 

If not, the people have a right fupreme 

To make their kings ; for kings are made for them. 

All empire is no more than power in tnjft. 

Which, when refum'd, can be no longer juft, - 

Succedion, for the general good defign'd. 

In its own wrong a nation cannot bind : 

If altering that the people can relieve. 

Better one AifFer than a nation grieve. 

The Jews well know their power : ere Saul they chofe, 

God was their king, and God they durft depofe. 

Urge now your piety, your filial name, 

A father's right, and fear of future fame 5 

The public good, that univcrfal call. 

To which ev'n heaven fubmitted, anfwers all. 

Nor let his love enchant your generous mind j 

'Tis nature's trick to propagate her kind. 

Our fond begetters, who would never die. 

Love but themfelves in their pofterity. 

Or let his kindnefs by th' effects be try'd. 

Or let him lay his vain pretence afidc. 

God faid, he lov'd your father ; could he bring 

A better proof, than to anoint him king > 

It furely fliewM he lovM the fhepherd well. 

Who gave fo fair a flock as Ifracl, 

Would David have you thought his darling fon. 

What means he then to alienate the crown ? 

The 
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The name of godly he may blufh to bear : 

Is't after God's own heart to cheat his heir ? 

He to his brother gives fupreme command. 

To you a legacy of barren land ; 

Perhaps th* old harp, on which he thrums his lays. 

Or fome dull Hebrew ballad in your praife. 

Then the next heir, a prince fevere and wife. 

Already looks on you with jealous eyes ; 

Sees through the thin difguifes of your arts, 

And marks your progrefs in the people's hearts ; 

Though now his mighty foul its grief contains : 

He meditates revenge who leaft complains : 

And like a lion, (lumbering in the way. 

Or deep difTcmbling, while he waits his prey. 

His feailefs foes within his diftance draws, 

Conftrains his roaring, and contrails his paws ; 

Till at the laft, his time for fuiy found. 

He (hoots with fudden vengeance from the ground } 

The proftrate vulgar pa(res o'er and fpares. 

But with a lordly rage his hunters tears. 

Your cafe no tame expedients will afford : 

Refolve on death, or conque(i by the fword. 

Which for no lefs a ftake than life you draw j 

And fejf-defence is nature's eldell law. 

Leave the warm people no confidering time : 

For then rebellion may be thought a crime. 

Avail yoiirfelf of what occafion gives, 

But try your title while your father lives : 

And that your arms may have a fair pretence. 

Proclaim you take them in the king's defence j 

Whofi 
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Whofe facred life each minute would expofe 
To plots, from feeming friends, and fecret foes. 
And who can found the depth of David's foul I 
Perhaps his fear his kindnefs may controul. 
He fears his brother, though he loves his fon. 
For plighted vows too late to be undone. 
If fo, by force he wi(hes to be gain'd : 
Like women^s lechery to feem conftrain^d. 
Doubt not : but, when he moil affe^ls the frown^ 
Commit a pleafing rape upon the crown. 
Secure his perfon to fecure your caufe : 
They who poHefs the prince poflefs the laws. 

He faid ; and this advice above the reft. 
With Abfalom's mild nature fuited beft ; 
UnblamM of life, ambition fet afide. 
Not ftain'd with cruelty, nor puft with pride. 
How happy had he been, if deftiny 
Had higher placM his birth, or not fo high ! 
His kingly virtues might have claimM a tlirone. 
And bleft all other countries but his own. 
But charming greatnefs fmce fo few i-efufe, 
'Tis jufter to lament him than accufe. 
Strong were his hopes a rival to remove. 
With blandifhments to gain the public love : 
To head the faction while their zeal was hot. 
And populai'ly profecute the plot. 
To further this, Achitophel unites 
The malcontents of all the Ifraelites : 
Whofe differing parties he could wifely join. 
For feveral endsi to fcrve the fame defign. 

The 
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The beft, and of the princes fome were fuch. 

Who thought the power of monarchy too much ; 

Miftaken men, and patriots in their hearts j 

Not wicked, but feduc'd by impious arts. 

By thefe the fprings of property were bent, 

And wound fo high, they crack'd the government. 

The next for intereft fought lo embroil the ftatc. 

To fell their duty at a dearer rate ; 

And make their Jewifh markets of the throne ; 

Pretending public good to ferve their own. 

Others thought kings an ufelefs heavy load. 

Who coft too much, and did too little good. 

Thefe were for laying honeft David by, 

On principles of pure good hulbandry. 

With them joinM all th' haranguers of the throng. 

That thought to get preferment by the tongue. 

Who follow next a double danger bring. 

Not only hating David, but the king ; 

The Solymgean rout ; well vers'd of old. 

In godly faftion, and in treafon bold 5 

Cowring and quaking at a conqueror's fword. 

But lofty to a lawful prince reftor'd 5 

Saw with difdain an Ethnic plot begun. 

And fcorn'd by Jebufites to be outdone. 

Hot Levites headed thefe ; who pull'd before 

From th' ark, which in the judges days they bore, 

Refum'd their cant, and with a zealous cry, 

Purfued their old belov'd theocracy : 

Where fanhedrim and prieft enflavM the nation, 

And juftify'd their fpoils by infpiration : 

For 
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For who fo fit to reign as Aaron's race, 
If once dominion they could found in grace ? 
Thefe led the pack ; though not of fureft fcent. 
Yet deepe/l-mouth'd againft the government. 
A numerous hoft of dreaming faints fucceed, 
Of the true old enthufiadic breed : 
'Gainft form and order they their power employ. 
Nothing to build, and all things to deftroy. 
But far more numerous was the herd of fuch. 
Who think too little, and who talk too much, 
Thefe out of mere inftin6l, they knew not why, 
Ador'd their fathers God and property ; 
And by the fame blind benefit of fate. 
The devil and the Jebufite did hate : 
Born to be fav'd ev'n in their own defpite, 
Becaufe they could not help believing right. 
Such were the tools : but a whole Hydra more 
Remains of fprouting heads too long to fcore. 
Some of their chiefs were princes of the land ; 
In the firfi rank of thefe did Zimri ftand : 
A man fo various, that he feemM to be 
Not one, but all mankind's epitome : 
Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong 5 
Was every thing by ftarts, and nothing long ; 
But, in the courfc of one revolving moon. 
Was chemift, fidler, ftatefman, and buffoon : 
Then all for women, painting, rhyming, drinking, 
Befides ten thouiUnd freaks that dy'd in thinking. 
Blcfl madman, who could every hour employ, 
With fomcthing new to wilh, or to enjoy I 

Rail. 
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Railing and praifing were his ufital themes 5 

And both, to (hew his ju 'gnient, in extremes : 

So over*'Violent, or over-civil, 

That every man with him was God or Devil. 

In fquandeiing wealth was his peculiar art : 

Nothing went unrewarded but defert. 

Beggar'd by fools, whom ftill he found too late ; 

He had his jeft, and they had his eftate. 

He laugh'd himfelf from couit j then fought relief 

By forming parties, but could ne'er be chief; 

For fpite of him the weight of bufinefs fell 

On Abfalom, and wife Achitophel : 

Thus, wicked but in will, of means bereft, 

He left not faflion, but of that was left. 

Titles and names 'twere tedious to rehearfe 
Of lords, below the dignity of verfe. 
Wits, warriors, commonwealths-men, were the beft i 
Kind hufbands, and mere nobles, all the reft. 
And therefore, in the name of dulnefs, be 
The well -hung Balaam and cold Caleb free : 
And canting Nadab let oblivion damn, ' 

' Who made new porrige for the pafchal Iamb. 
Let friendfhip's holy band fome names affure 5 
Some their own worth, and fome let fcorn fecure. 
Nor (hall the rafcal rabble here have place. 
Whom kings no title gave, and God no grace : 
Not bull-fac'd Jonas, who could ftatutes dmw 
To mean rebellion, and make treafon law. 
But he, though bad, is followM by a worfc. 
The wretch who heaven's anointed dar'd to curfe ; 

Shimei, 
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Sliimei, whofe youth did early promife bring 
Of zeal to God and hatred to. his king j 
Did wifely from expenfive fins refrain, 
And never broke the fabbath but for gain t 
Nor ever was he known an oath to vent, 
Or curfe unlefs againft the government. 
Thus heaping wealth, by the moft ready way 
Among the Jews, which was to cheat and pray } 
The city, to reward his pious hate 
Againft his mafter, chofe him magiftrate. 
His hand a vafe of juftice did uphold j 
His neck was loaded with a chain of gold. 
During his office ti*eafon was no crime ; 
The fons of Belial had a glorious time : 
For Shimei, though not prodigal of pelf, 
Yet lov'd his wicked neighbour as himfelf. 
When two or three were gathered to declaim 
Againft the monarch of Jerufalem, 
Shimei was always in the midft of them : 
And if they curs'd the king when he was by. 
Would rather curfe than break good company. 
If any durft his faftious friends accufe, 
He pack'd a jury of diffentirig Jews ; 
Whofe fellow-feeling in the godly caufe 
Would free the fuffering faint from human laws. 
For laws are only made to puniHi thofe 
Who fervc the king, and to prote^ his foes. 
If any leifure time he had from power, 
Becaufe 'tis fm to mifemploy an hour : 

Vol. I. L Hie 
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His buHnefs was^ by writing to perfuade. 
That kings were tifelefs and a cleg to trade i 
And that his noble (kylc he might refine. 
No Rechabite more (hon*d the fumes of wine. 
Chafte were his cellars, and his fhneval board 
The grofsnefs of a city feaft abhorrM : 
His cooks with long difufe their trade foi^^otj 
Cool was his kitchen, though his brains ^ere hot. 
Such frugal virtue malice may accofe j 
But Aire 'twas necelTary to the Jews : 
For towns, once burnt, fuch magi^tc^ ftquire 
As dare not tempt God'*s providence by fire. 
With fpiritual food he fed hh fervants well. 
But free from flelh that made the Jews rebel : 
And Mofes* laws he held in more account. 
For forty days of fafting in the mount. 
To fpcak the reft, who better are forgot. 
Would tire a well-brcath*d witnefs of the plot. 
Vet, Corah, thou fhalt from oblivion pafs 5 
£re6l thyfelf, thou monumental brafs. 
High as the ferpent of thy metal made. 
While nations ftand fecure beneath thy fliade. 
What though his birth were bafe, yet comets rife 
From earthly vapours ere they (hine in flues. 
Prodigious a6lions may as well be done 
By weaver's iflue, as by prince's fon. 
This arch-atteftor for the public good 
By that one deed ennobles all his blood. 
Who ever aflc'd the witnefs's high race, 
Whofe oath with martylilom did Stephen s;nKe f 

S Oi 
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Ours was a Levite, and as times went then. 

His tribe were God Almighty ""s gentlemen. 

Sunk were bis eyes, his voice was harfh and loud. 

Sure figns he neither choleric was, nor proud : 

His long chin provM his wrt ; his faint-like grace 

A church «rennillion, and a Mofes* face. 

His memory, miraculoufly great, 

Could plotSy exceeding man^s belief, .repeat; 

Which therefore cannot 'be accounted lies. 

For human wit could never fuch devife. 

Some future ^ths are mingled in his book ; 

But where the witnefs faipd, the prophet fpoke : 

Some things Jike vifionary flight appear 5 

The fpirit caught him up the Lord knows where } 

And gave him his rabbinical degree. 

Unknown to foreign univcrfity. 

His^judgment yet his memory did excel ; 

Which piec'd his wondrous evidence fo well. 

And fuifed to the temper of the times, 

Then groaning under jebufiticcnmes. 

Let Ifraers foes fufpe^ his heavenly call. 

And ralhly judge bis writ apocryphal j 

Our laws for fuch affronts have forfeits n»ade t 

He takes his life, who takes away his trade. 

Were I myfelf in witnefs Corah's pikce. 

The wretch who did me^uch a dire difgraoe. 

Should whet my memory, though onceforgot, 

To make him an appendix of my plot. 

His zeal to heaven made him his prince defprfe, 

And load his perfon with indignities. 

ju % But 
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But zeal peculiar privilege affords, 
Indulging latitude to deeds and words : 
And Corah might for Agag'*s murder call» 
In terms as coarfe as Samuel usM to Saul. 
What others in his evidence did join, 
The beft .that could be had for love or coin. 
In Corah''s own predicament will fall : 
For Witnefs is a common name to all. 

Surrounded thus with friends of every fort. 
Deluded Abfalom forfakes the court : 
Impatient of high hopes, urg'd with renown. 
And firM with near poffeilion of a crown. 
Th' admiring crowd are dazzled with furprize. 
And on his goodly perfon feed their eyes. 
His joy concealed he fets himfelf to (how j 
On each fide bowing popularly low : 
His looks, his geftures, and his words he frames. 
And with familiar eafe repeats their names. 
Thus form'd by nature, fumifhM out with arts. 
He glides unfelt into their fecret hearts. 
Then with a kind compadionating look. 
And fighs, befpeaking pity ere he fpoke. 
Few words he faid ; but eafy thofe and fit. 
More (low than Hybla-drops, and far more fweet* 

I mourn, ray countrymen, your loft eftate j 
Though far unable to prevent your fate : 
Behold a bani(hM man for your dear caufc 
BxposM a prey to arbitrary laws! 
Yet oh ! that I alone could be undone. 
Cut off from empire, and no more a fon ! 

5 No 
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Now all your liberties a fpoil are made 5 
Egypt and Tyrus intercept your trade. 
And Jcbufites your facred rites invade. 
My father, whom with reverence yet I name, 
CharmM into eafe, is carelefs of his fame ; 
And, bribM with petty furas of foreign gold. 
Is grown in Bath(heba*s embraces old $ 
Exalts his enemies, his friends deftroys ; 
And all his power againft himfelf employs. 
He gives, and let him give, my right away : 
But why fliould he his own and yours betray I 
He, only he, can make the nation bleed. 
And he alone from my revenge is freed. 
Take then my teirs, with that he wip'd his eyes, 
'Tis all the aid ray prefent power fupplies : 
No court-infoimer can thefe arms accufe 5 
Thefe arms may fons againft their fathers ufe i 
And 'tis my wi(h, the next fucceffor's reign 
May make no other Ifraelite complain. 

Youth, beauty, graceful aftion, feldom fail j 
But common intereft always will prevail : 
And pity never ceafes to be ihown 
To him who makes the people's wrongs his own. 
The crowd, that ftill believe their kings opprefs. 
With lifted hands their young MelHah blefs : 
Who now begins his progrefs to ordain 
With chariots, horfemen, and a numerous train : 
From eaft to weft his glories he difplays. 
And, like the fun, the promised land fui-vcys. 

L 3 Fame 
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Fame runs before him as the monung ftar. 

And fhouts of joy falute him from afiar : 

Each houfe receives him as a guardian god. 

And confecrates the place of his abode. 

But hofpitable treats did moft commend 

Wife li&char, his wealdiy weftem friend. 

This moving court, that caughi: the peopte^s eytBp 

And feemM but pomp, did other ends difg^ie } 

Achitophel had forroM it, with intent 

To found the depths, and fathom where it went* 

The peopIe^s hearts, diftinguifti friends from foes ) 

And try their ftrength before they came to blows. 

Yet all was coloured with a fmooth pretence 

Of fpecious love, and duty to their prince. 

Religion, and redrefs of grievances. 

Two names that always cheat, and always pleafe. 

Are often urg*d j and good king David's life 

Endangered by a brother and a wife. 

Thus in a pageant fhew a plot is made ; 

And peace itfelf is war in niafquerade. 

Oh foolifh Ifrael ! never wam'd by ill ! 

Still the fame bait, and circumvented ftill ! 

Did ever men forfake their prefent eafe. 

In midft of health imagine a difeafe ; 

Take pains contingent mifchlefs to forefce. 

Make heirs formonarchs, and for God decree ? 

What fhall we think ? Can people give away. 

Belli f';r themf«;Ives and fons, iheir native fway ? 

I'lien they are left defer. celcls to the fword 

Of each unbounded, arbitiary lord : 

And 
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And laws are vain, by which we right enjoy. 

If kings unqueftionM can thofe laws deftroy. 

Yet if the crowd be judge of fit and juft. 

And kings are only officers in truft. 

Then this refuming covenant was declarM 

When kings were made, or is for evei: barred. 

If thofe who gave tlve fcepter could not tie 

By their own deed their own pofterity. 

How then could Adam bind his future race ? 

How coyld his forfeit on mankind take place ?. 

Or how couW heavenly juftice damn us all. 

Who ne'er confented to our father's fall ? 

Then kings are (laves to thofe whom they command^ 

And tenants to their people's pleafure ftand. 

Add, that the power for property allow'd 

Is mifchievoufly feated in the crowd : 

For who can be fecure of private right. 

If fovereign fway may be diflblv'd by might ? 

Nor is the people's judgment always true : 

The moft may err as grofsly as the few ? 

And faultiefs kings run down by common cry. 

For vice, oppreflion, and for tyranny. 

What ftandard is there in a fickle rout. 

Which, flowing to the mark, runs fafter out f 

Nor only crowds but fanhedrims may be 

Infe£led with this public lunacy. 

And (hare the madnefs of rebellious times. 

To murder monarchs for imagin'd crimes. 

If they may give and take whene'er they pleafe. 

Not kings alone, the Godhead's images, 

L 4 But 
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But government itfelf at length muft fall 
To nature's (late, where all have right to all. 
Yet, grant our lords the people kings can make. 
What prudent men a fettled throne would (hake ? 
For whatfoe'er their fBiferings were before. 
That change they covet makes them fuffer more. 
All other errors but difturb a date ; 
But innovation is the blow of fate. 
If ancient fabrics nod, and threat to fall. 
To patch their flaws, and buttrefs up the wall. 
Thus far ^tis duty : but here fix the mark ; 
For all beyond it is to touch the ark. 
To.change foundations, cail the frame anew. 
Is work for rebels, who bafe ends purfue ; 
At once divine and human laws controul. 
And mend the parts by ruin of the whole. 
The tampering world is fubjeft to this curfe, 
To phyfic their difeafe into a worfe. 

Now what relief can righteous David bring ? 
How fatal ^tis to be too good a king ! 
Friends he has few, fo high the madnefs grows } 
Who dare be fuch mu(l be the people's foes. 
Yet feme there were, ev'n in the worft of days ; 
Seme let me name, and naming is to praife. 

In this fliort file Br^rzillai firft appears 5 
Barziilai, crown'd with honour and with years* 
Long fincc, the rifing rebels he withftood 
In region? wafte beyond the Jordan's flood : 
Unfortunately brave to buoy the ftate 5 
But linking underneaLh his maftcr's fate : 



In 
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In exile with his g9dlike pnnce he mournM ; 
For him he fuifer'd, and with him rcturnM. 
The court he pra6lisM, not the courtier's art : 
Large was his wealth, but larger was his heait. 
Which well the nobleft objefts knew to choofe. 
The fighting warrior, and recording Mufe. 
His bed could once a fmitful iffue bead 5 
Now more than half a father's name is loft. 
His eldeft hope, with every grace adorn'd. 
By me, fo heaven will have it, always mournM, 
And always honoured, fnatch'd in manhood's prime 
B' unequal fates, and providence's crime : 
Yet not before the goal of honour won. 
All parts fulfill'd of fubjeft and of fon : 
Swift was the race, but ftiort the time to run. 
Oh narrow circle, but of power divine. 
Scanted in fpace, but peife^ in tliy line ! 
By fea, by land, tliy niatchlefs worth was known. 
Arms thy delight, and war was ail thy own : 
Thy force infusM the fainting Tyrians prop'd : 
And haughty Pharaoh found his fortune ftop'd. 
Oh ancient honour ! Oh iinccnquer'd hand, 
Whom foes unpunifh'd never could withftand ! 
But Ifrael was unworthy of his name : 
Short is the date of all immoderate fame. 
It looks as heaven.. our ruin had defign'd, 
And durft not truft thy fortune and thy mind. 
Now, free from earth, thy difcncumber'd foul 
Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and ftarry pole : 

From 
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From thence thy kindred legions mayft tbou brings 

To aid the guardian angel of thy king. 

Here ftop, my Mufe, here ceale thy pain^l flight t 

No pinions can purfue immortal height s 

Tell good Barzillai thou canft fing no more. 

And tell thy foul (he fliould have fled before : 

Or fled (he with his life, and left this vorfe 

To hang on her departed patron*s hearfe ? 

Now take thy fteepy flight from heaven, and ft« 

If tbou canft And on earth another he : 

Another he would be too hard to find | 

See then whom thou canft fee not far behind* 

iSadoc the prieft, whom, (hunning power and place. 

His lowly mind advancM to David*t grace. 

With him the Sagan of Jcrufalem, 

Of hofpitable foul, and noble ftcm 5 

Him of the wcftern dome, whofe weighty {tnft 

Flows in (it words and heavenly eloquence. 

The prophets fons, by fuch example led^ 

To learning and to loyalty were bred : 

For colleges on bounteous kings depend. 

And never rebel was to arts a friend. 

To thefe fuccecd the pillars of the lawsf^ 

Who bcft can plead, and beft can judge a cauie. 

Next them a train of ioyal peers afcend j 

Shai-p-judging Adriel, the Mufes' friend, 

Himldf a Mufe : in fanhedrims debate 

True to his prince, but not a (lave of ftatc ; 

Wh^m David's love with honours did adorn. 

That from his tlirobcdient fon were torn. 

Jotham 
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Jotham of piercing wit, and pregnant thought 9 
Endued by nature, and by learaing taught,. 
To move affemblies, who but only try'd 
The worfe a-while, then chofc the better fide : 
Nor chofe alone, but turnM the balance too ; ^ 
So much the weight of one brave man can d^. 
Huftiai, the friend of David in diftrefs ;. 
In public ftoiTns of manly ftedfadneis : 
By foreign treaties he informed his youth,. 
And join'd experience to his native truth. 
His frugal care fwpplyM the wanting throne j 
Frugal for that, but bounteous of his own : 
'Tis eafy conduft when exchequers flow ; 
But hard the talk to manage well the low : 
For fovereign power is too deprefs'd or high. 
When kings are forc'd to fell, or crowds to buy. 
Indulge one labour more, my weary Mufe, 
For Amiel : who can Amiei's praife refufe ? 
Of ancient rac^ by birth, but nobler yet 
In his own worth, and without title great : 
The fanhcdrim long time as chief he rulM, 
Their reafon guided, and their paflion cool'd : 
So dextrous was he in the crown's defence. 
So formM to fpcak a loyal nation's fenfe, 
That, as their band was Ifrael's tribes in fmall. 
So fit was he to rcprercnt them all. 
Now rafner charioteers the feat afcend, 
Whole loofe careers his ftcady fk-U commend : 
They, like th' unequal ruler of the day, 
Miiguide the feafons, and miltake the way; 

While 



i5« DRYDEN'S POEMS. 

While he withdrawn at their road labours fmilcs. 
And fafe enjoys the fabbatli of his toils. 

Thefe were the chief, a fmall but faithful band 
Of worthies, in the breach who dar'd to ftand. 
And teippt th* united fuiy of the land. 
With grief they view'd fuch powerful engines bent. 
To batter down the lawful government. 
A numerous fa£lion, with pretended frights. 
In fanhedrims to plume the regal rights ;. 
The true fucceflbr from the court remov'd $ 
The plot, by hireling witnefles, improved, 
Thefe ills they faw, and, as their duty bound. 
They fhewM the king the danger of the wound $ 
That no conceflions from the throne would pleafe. 
But lenitives fomented the difeafe s 
That Abfalom, ambitious of the crown. 
Was made the lure to draw the people down : 
That falfe Achitophers pernicious hate 
Had turn'd the plot to ruin church and ftatc : 
The council violent, the rabble worfe : 
That Shimei taught Jerufalem to curfe. 

With all thefe loads of injuries oppreft. 
And long revolving in his careful breaft 
Th' event of things, at laft his patience tir\l. 
Thus, from his royal throne, by heaven infpir'd, 
The god-like David fpoke ; with awful fear 
His train their Maker in their mafter hear. 

Thus long have I, by native mercy fway'd. 
My wrongs diiTcinbiL-d, my revenge delayed : 
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So willing to forgive th' offending age ; 
So much the father did the king affuage. 
But now fo far my clemency they (light. 
Til' offenders queftion my forgiving right. 
That one was made for many, they contend 5 
But "'tis to rule $ for that 's a monarch's end. 
They call my tendernefs of blood, my fear ; 
Though manly tempers can the longeft bear. 
Yet, fince they will divert my native courfe, 
'Tis time to fliew I am not good by force. 
Thofe heapM affronts that haughty fubjefls bring. 
Are burdens for a camel, not a king. 
Kings are the public pillars of the (tate. 
Bom to fuftain and prop the nation's weight : 
If my young Samfon will pretend a call 
To fliake the column, let him (hare the fall : 
But oh, that yet he would repent and live I 
How eafy 'tis for parents to forgive ! 
With how few tears a pardon might be won 
From nature, pleading for a darling fon ! 
Poor, pitied youth, by my paternal care, 
Rais'd up to all the height his frame could bear ! 
Had God ordain'd his fate for empire born. 
He would have given his foul another turn : 
GuU'd with a patriot's name, whofe modern fenfe 
Is one that would by law fupplant his prince j 
The people's brave, the politician's tool 5 
Never was patriot yet, but was a fool. 
Whence comes it, that religion and the laws 
Should more be Abfaloni's than David's caufe ? 

His 
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His old infti-uftor ere he loft his place. 
Was never thought indued with fo much grace. 
Good heavens, how faftion can a patriot paint I 
My rebel ever proves my people's faint. 
Would thfcy impofe an heir upon the throne. 
Let fanhedrims "be taught to give their ovira, 
A king 's at leaft a part of government : 
And mine as rcquifitc as their confent : 
Without my leave a future king to chufe. 
Infers a right the-prefent to depofe. 
True, they petition me t' approve their choice : 
But Efau's hands fuit ill with Jacob's voice. 
My pious fubjefts for my fafety pray 5 
Which to fecure, they take my power away. 
From plots and treafons heaven preferve my years. 
But fave me moft from my petitioners. 
Unfatiate as the barren womb or grave ; 
God cannot grant fo much as they can ci-ave. 
What then is left, but with a jealous eye 
To guard the fm all remains of royalty ? 
The law fhall ftill direft my peaceful fway. 
And the fame law teach rebels to obey : 
Votes fhallno more eftablifh'd power controul. 
Such votes as make a part exceed the whole. 
No groundlefs clamours fhall my friends remove. 
Nor crowds have power to punifh ere they prove ; 
For Gods and god-like kings their care exprcfs. 
Still to defend their fervants in diftrefs. 
Oil, that my power to faving were confin'd ! ^ 

Why am I forc'd, like heaven, againft my mind, ^ 
To make examples of another kind ? ^ 

Muft 
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Mtift I at length the fword of juftice draw ? 
Oh curft efFefts of neccffary law ! 
How ill my fear they by my mercy fcan ! 
Beware the fury of a patient man. 
Law they require, let law then Ihew her face 5 
They could not be content to look on grace. 
Her hitider parts, but with a daring eye 
To tempt the terror of her front and die. 
By their own arts 'tis righteoufly decreed, 
Thofe dire artificers of death fliall bleed. 
Againft themfelves their witnefles will fwear. 
Till, viper-like, their mother plot they tear j 
And fuck for nutriment that bloody gore, 
^Vhich was their principle of life before. 
Their Belial with their Beelzebub will fight : 
Thus on my foes, my foes fliall do me right. 
Nor doubt th' event : for faftious crowds engage. 
In their firft onfet, all their brutal I'age. 
Then let-them take an unreiifted courfe *. 
Retire, and traverfe, and delude their force : 
But when they ftand all breathlefs, urge the fight, 
And rife upon them with redoubled might : 
•For lawfol'pow^ is ftill fuperibr found j 
Whcnlohg driven back, at length it ftatads the git>t2litt« 

Hefaid : Th' Aliiiighty nodding gave cotofttot 5 
And'^eah of thunAir ftiook the firmament. 
Henceforth a feries of new time be^*.n. 
The mighty years in long procefllon ran : 
Oace more the god-like David was reftor'd. 
And willing nations knew their lawful lord. 

ABSA* 
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ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 
PART II. 

*« — Si qui 8 tamen h«c quoque, fi qui* 
** Captus araore leget— " 

To THB Reader. 

TN the year i58o Mr Dryden undertook the poem of 
Abfalom and Achitophel, upon the defire of king 
Charles the fecond. The performance was applauded 
by every one ; and feveral perfons preffing him to write 
a fecond part, he, upon declining it himfelf, fpoke to 
Mr. Tate to write one, and gave him his advice in 
the direflion of it ; and that part beginning with 

** Next thefe, a troop of bufy fpirits prefs," 

and ending with 

** To talk like Doeg, and to write like thee.'* 

containing near two hundred verfes, were entirely Mr. 
Dryden's compofition, befides fome touches in otlxer 
places.— The preceding lines, upwards of three hun- 
dred in number, were written by Mr. Tate. The poem 
is here printed coi»pleat. 
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ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 

Q I N C E men like beads each othcr*s prey were made, 

^ Since trade began, and priefthood grew a trade, 

Since realms were formed, none fure To curft as thofe 

That madly their own happinefs oppofe 5 

There heaven itfelf, and god-like kings, in vain 

Shower down the manna of a gentle reign $ 

While pamper'd crowds to mad fedition run. 

And monarchs by indulgence are undone. 

Thus David's clemency was fatal grown. 

While wealthy fa£lion aw'd the wanting throne. 

For now their fovereign's orders to contemn 

Was held the charter of Jerufalem, 

His rights t' invade, his tributes to refufe, 

A privilege peculiar to the Jews ; 

As if from heavenly call this licence fell. 

And Jacob's feed were chofen to rebel ! 

Achitophel with triumph fees his crimes 
Thus fuited to the madnefs of the times 5 
And Abfalom, to make his hopes fucceed. 
Of flattering charms no longer ftands in need ; 
While, fond of change, though ne'er fo dearly bought. 
Our tribes outftrip the youth's ambitious thought j 
His fwifteft hopes with fwifter homage meet. 
And crowd their fervile necks beneath his feet. 
Thus to his aid while prelfing tides repair. 
He mounts and fpreads his ftreamers in the air. 
The charms of empire might his youth miflead. 
But what can our bcfottcd Ifrael plead ? 

Vol. I. M Sway'd 
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Sway'd by a monarch, whofe fcrenc command 
Seems half the blefling of our promisM land. 
Whofe only grievance is excefs of eafe j 
Freedom our pain, and plenty our difeafe ! 
Yet as all folly would lay claim to fenfe. 
And wickednefs ne>r wanted a pretence. 
With arguments they 'd make their treafon good. 
And righteous David's fclf with flanders load t 
That arts of foreign fway he did affe£l, 
And guilty Jebufites from law protef^, 
Whofe very chiefs, convi6t, were never freed. 
Nay we have feen their facrificers bleed I 
Accufers' infamy is urg*d in vain, 
While in the bounds of fenfe they did contain. 
But foon they launched into th' unfathom*d tide. 
And in the depths they knew difdain'd to ride. 
For probable difcovcries to difpenfe. 
Was thought below a penfion'd evidence ; 
Mere truth was dull, nor fuitcd with the port 
Of pamper'd Corah when advanced to court. 
No lefs than wonders now they will impofe. 
And projects void of grace or fenfe difclofe. 
Such was the change on pious Michal brought, 
MicUal that ne'er was cruel ev'n in thought. 
The beft of queens, and moft obedient wife, 
ImpeachM of curft defigns on David's life ! 
His life, the theme of her eternal prayer, 
'Tis fcarce fo much his guardian angels care. 
Not fummer morns fuch mildnefs can difclofe. 
The Hermon lily, nor the Sharon rofe. 

5 Neg- 
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Negle6ling each vain pomp of majefty^ 

Tranfported Michal feeds her thoughts on high* 

She lives with angels, and, as angels do. 

Quits heaven fometiraes to blefs the world below* 

Where, cherifh'd by her bounty's plenteous fprin^. 

Reviving widows fraile, and orphans fing. 

Oh ! when rebellious Ifrael's crimes at height. 

Are threatened w ith her Lord's approaching fate. 

The piety of Michal then remain 

Li heaven' s remembrance, and prolong his reign 1 

Lefs defolation did the peft purfue. 
That from Dan's limits to Beerftieba flew, 
Lefs fatal the repeated wars of Tyre, 
And lefs Jerufalem's avenging fiie. 
With gentler terror thefe our ftate o'er-ran. 
Than fince our evidencing days began ! 
On every cheek a pale confufion fat, 
Continued fear beyond the worft of fate ! 
Truft was no more, art, fcience, ufelefs made, 
AH occupations loft but Corah's trade. 
Alean while a guard on modeft Corah wait. 
If not for fafety, needful yet for ftate. 
Well might he deem each peer and prince his flave. 
And lord it o^er the tribes which he could fave i 
Ev'n vice in him was virtue— what fad fate 
But for his honefty had feiz'd our ftate ! 
And with what tyranny had we been curft. 
Had Corah never provM a villain firft ! 
T* have told his knowledge of th' intrigue in grofs. 
Had been, alas, to our deponent^s lofs t 

M « The 
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The travclM Levite had th* experience got. 
To huiband well, and make the heft of 's plot ; 
And therefore, like an evidence of (kill, 
With wife referves fecur'd his penfion ftill 5 
Not quite of future power himfclf bereft. 
But limbos large for unbelievers left. 
And now his writ fuch reverence had got, 
'Twas worfe than plotting to fufpeft his plot. 
Some were fo well convinced, they made no doubt 
Themfelves to help the founderM fwearers out. 
Some had their fenfe imposM-op by their fear. 
But more for intereft fake believe and fwear : 
Ev'n to that height with fome the frenzy grew. 
They rag'd to find their danger not prove true. 

Yet, than all thefe a viler crew remain. 
Who with Achitophel the cry maintain 5 
Not urg'd by fear, nor through mifguided fenfe. 
Blind zeal and ftarving need had fome pretence. 
But for the good old caufe that did excite 
Th' original rebels wiles, revenge, and fpight. 
Thefe raife the plot to have the fcandal throvm 
Upon the bright fucceflbr of the crown, 
Whofe virtue with fuch vnrongs they had purfued. 
As feem'd all hope of pardon to exclude. 
Thus, while on private ends their zeal is built. 
The cheated crowd applaud and fliare their guilt. 

Such pra£lices as thefe, too grofs to lie 
Long unobferv'd by each difceming eye, 
The more judicious Ifraelites unfpellM, 
Though ftill the charm the giddy rabble held, 

5 Er'a 
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Ev^n AbTalom amidfl the dazzling beams 
Of empire, and ambition^s flattering dreams, 
Perceives the plot, too foul to be excusM* 
To aid defigns, no lefs pernicious, us^d. 
And, filial fenfe yet ihiving in his brea((. 
Thus to Achitophel his doubts expreft. 

"Why are my thoughts upon a crown employ'd, 
"Which once obtainM can be but half enjoy'd ? 
Not fo when virtue did my arms require. 
And to my father's wars I flew intire. 
My regal power how vdft my foes refent. 
When I myfelf have fcarce my own confent ! 
Give me a fon's unblemifhM truth again. 
Or quench the fparks of duty that remain. 
How flight to force a throne that legions guard 
The talk to me ; to prove unjuft, how hard ! 
And if th' imagined guilt thus wound my thought. 
What will it when the tragic fccne is wrought ? 
Dire war muft firft be conjur'd from below, 
The realm we'd rule we firfl muft overthrow j 
And when the civil furies are on wing 
That blind and undiftinguifh'd flaughters fling, 
Who knows what impious chance may reach the king ? 
Oh ! rather let me perifh in the ftrife. 
Than have my crown the price of David's life 1 
Or, if the tempeft of the war he fland, 
In peace, fome vile officious villain's hand 
His foul's anointed temple may invade. 
Or, preft by clamorous ciowds, myfelf be made 

M 3 ^ His 
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His murtherer ; rebellious crowds, whofe gutlt 
Shall dread his vengeance till his blood be fpilt* 
Which if my filial tendernefs oppofe^ 
Since to the empire by their arms I rofe, 
Thofe very arms on me fhall be employed, 
A new ufurper crown'd, and I deftroy'd : 
The fame pretence of public good will hold^ 
And new Achitophels be found as bold 
To urge the needful change, perhaps the old. 

He faid. The ftatefman with a fmile replies, 
A fmile that did his riflng fpleen difguife, 
My thoughts prefum'd our labours at an end. 
And are we ftill with confcience to contend ? 
"Whofe want in kings, as needful is allowM, 
As *tis for them to find it in the crowd. 
Far in the doubtful paffage you are gone. 
And only can be'fafe by prefling on. 
The crown's true heir, a prince fevere and wife. 
Has vrew'd your motions long with jealous eyes : 
Your perfon's charms, your more prevailing arts. 
And mark'd your progrefs in the people's hearts,. 
Whofe patience is th' effeft of ftinted power. 
But treafures vengeance for the fatal hour. 
And if remote the peril he can bring, 
Your prefent danger's greater from the king. 
Let not a parent's name deceive your fcnfe. 
Nor truft the father in a jealous prince I 
Your trivial faults if he could fo refent. 
To doom you little lefs than bani/hment, 

What 
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What rage rauft your prefumption fince infpire I 

Againft his orders you return from Tyre. 

Nor only fo, but with a pomp more high. 

And open court of popularity. 

The fa£bious tribes— And this reproof from thee ? 

The prince replies, O ftatefman's winding (kill I 

They firft condemn, that firft advis'd the ill 1 

lUuftrious youth, retum'd Achitophel, 

Mifconftrue not the words that mean you well. 

The courfe you fteer I worthy blame conclude. 

But *tis becaufe you leave it unpurfued. 

A monarch's crown with fate furrounded lies. 

Who reach, lay hold on death that mifs the prize. 

Did you for this expofe yourfelf to fliow. 

And to the crowd bow popularly low ! 

For this your glorious progrefs next ordain. 

With chariots, horfemen, and a numerous train. 

With fame before you like the morning ftar. 

And (houts of joy fainting from afar ? 

Oh from the heights you 've reach'd but take a view. 

Scarce leading Lucifer could fall like you 1 

And muft I here my (hipwreck'd arts bemoan ? 

Have I for this fo oft made Ifrael groan ? 

Your fmgle intereft with the nation weighed. 

And tumM the fcale where your defires were laid ! 

Ev'n when at helm a courfe fo dangerous mov'd 

To land your hopes as my removal provM. 

I not difpute, the royal youth replies. 
The known perfect ion of your policies. 
Nor in Achitop'^el yet grudge or blame. 
The privilege that ftatefmen ever claim j 

M 4. VTwk 
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Who private intereft never yet purfued. 

But ftill pretended 'twas for others' good: 

What politician yet e'er fcap'd his fate. 

Who faving his own neck not favM the ftate ? 

From hence on every humorous wind that veer*d. 

With (hifted iails a feveral courfe you ftccr'd. 

What from a fway did David e*er purfue, 

That feem'd like abfolute, but fprung from you ? 

Who at your inftance quafliM each penal law. 

That kept diffenting faflious Jews in awe j 

And who fufpends fixt laws, may abrogate. 

That done, form new, and fo enflave the ftate. 

Ev'n property, whofe champion now you ftand> 

And feem for this the idol of the land. 

Did ne'er fuftain fuch violence before. 

As when your counfel (hut the royal ftore ; 

Advice, that ruin to whole tribes procured. 

But fecret kept till your own banks fecur'd. 

Recount with this the triple covenant broke. 

And Ifrael fitted for a foreign yoke 5 

Nor here your counfels fatal progrefs ftaid, 

But fent bur levied powers to Pharaoh's aid. 

Hence Tyre and Ifrael, low in ruins laid. 

And Egypt, once their fcom, their common terror made. 

Ev'n yet of fuch a feafon can we dream. 

When royal rights you made your darling theme. 

For power unlimited could reafons draw, 

And place prerogative above the law ; 

Which on your fall from office grew unjuft. 

The laws made king, the king a (lave in truft 1 

Whom 
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Whom with ftate-craft, to intereft only true. 
You now accufe of ills contrived by you. 

To this hell's agent— Royal youth, fix here. 
Let intereft be the ftar by which you fteer, 
Hence to repofe your truft in me was wife, 
Whofe intereft raoft in your advancement lies. 
A tye fo firm as always will avail, 
When friend(hip, nature, and religion, fail } 
On our's the fafety of the crowd depends. 
Secure the crowd, and we obtain our ends. 
Whom I will caufe fo far our guilt to fhare, 
Till they are made our champions by their fear. 
What oppofition can your rival bring. 
While fanhedrims are jealous of the king? 
His ftrength.as yet in David's friendlhip lies. 
And what can David's felf without fupplies ? 
Who with exclufivc bills muft now difpenfe. 
Debar the heir, or ftarve in his defence, 
Conditions which our elders ne'er will quit. 
And David's juftice never can admit. 
Or forc*d by wants his brother to betray, 
To your ambition next he clears the way 5 
For if fucceflion once to nought they bring. 
Their next advance removes the prefcnt king : 
Perfifting elfe his fenates to diflblve, 
In equal hazard (h.'U his reign involve. 
Our tribes, whom Pharaoh's power fo much alarms. 
Shall rife without their prince t' oppofe his arms ; 
Nor boots it on what caufe at firft they join, 
Tlieir troops once up, are tools for our defign. 

At 
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At leaft fuch fubtle covenants (hall be made. 

Till peace itfclf is war in mafquerade. 

AfTociations of myfterious fenfe, 

Againft, but Teeming for, the king^s defence : 

£v'n on their courts of juftice fetters draw„ 

And from our agents muzzfe up their law. 

By which a conqueft if we fail to make, 

*Ti8 a drawn game at worft, and we fecure our ftake* 

He faid, and for the dire fuccefs depends 
On various fefls, by common guilt made friends. 
Whofe heads, though ne'er fo differing in their creed, 
I' th' point of treafon yet were well agreed. 
'Mongft thefe, extorting Iftiban fii ft appears^ 
Purfued by' a meager troop of bankrupt heirs. 
Bleft times when Ifhban, he whofe occupation 
So long has been to cheat, reforms the nation ! 
Iftiban of confcience fuited to his trade. 
As good a faint as ufurer ever made. 
Yet Mammon has not fo engroft him quite. 
But Belial lays as large a claim of fpight $ 
Who, for thofe pardons from his prince he draws. 
Returns reproaches, and cries up the caufe. 
That year in which the city he did fway. 
He left rebellion in a hopeful way. 
Yet his ambition once was found fo bold. 
To offer talents of extorted gold ; 
Could David's wants have fo been brib'd, to iham9> 
And fcandalize our peerage with his name ; 
For which, his dear fedition he'd forfwear. 
And cv'n turn loyal to be made a peer. 
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Next him, let railing Rabiheka have place. 
So full of zeal he has no need of grace ; 
A faint that can both fleih and fpirit ufe. 
Alike hauftt conventicles and the ftews : 
Of whom the queftion difficult appears. 
If moft i' th' preachers or the bawds arrears. 
What caution could appear too much in him 
That keeps the treafure of Jerufalcm ! 
Let David's brother but approach the town, 
Double our guards, he cries, we are undone. 
Protefting that he dares not fleep in 's bed 
Left he (hould rife next mom without his head. 

** Next thefe, a troop of bufy fpirits prefs. 
Of little fortunes, and of confcience Icfs ; 
With them the tribe, whofe luxury had drainM 
Their banks, in former fequeftrations gain'd ; 
Who rich and great by paft rebellions grew. 
And long to fifh the troubled ftreams anew. 
Some future hopss, fome prefent payment draws. 
To fell their conrcience and efpoufe the caufe. 
Such ftipends thole vile hirelings beft befit, 
Priefts without grace, and poets without wit. 
Shall that falfe Hzbronite elcape our curfe, 
Judas that keeps the rebels penfion-purfej 
Judas that pays the trealbn-writer's fee, 
Judas that well deferves his namefakc's trcej 
Who at JerulUlem's own gates erefls 
His coiic^;v fcr a nurfery of fe6ls. 
Youn^ prophets wita an early care fecurcs. 
And with the dung of his own arts manures. 

. What 
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What have the men of Hebron here to do ? 

What part in IfraePs promised land have you ! 

Here Phaleg the lay-Hebronite is come, 

*Gaufe like the reft he could not live at home ; 

Who from his own pofTeflions could not drain 

An omer even of Hebronitifh grain, 

Here fti-uts it like a patriot, and talks high 

Of injured fubjefts, alter'd property : 

An emblem of that buzzing infe6t juft. 

That mounts the wheel, and thinks fhe raifes duft. 

Can dry bones live ? or ikeletons produce 

The vital warmth of cuckoldizing juice ? 

Slim Phaleg could, and at the table fed. 

Returned the grateful produft to the bed. 

A waiting-man to traveling nobles chofe. 

He his own laws would faucily impofe, 

'Till baftinadoed back again he went. 

To learn thofe manners he to teach was fent. 

Chaftiz'd he ought to have retreated home. 

But he reads politicks to Abfalom. 

For never Hebronite, though kickM and fcom'd. 

To his own country willingly returned. 

—But, leaving famiftiM Phaleg to be fed, 

And to talk treafon for his daily bread. 

Let Hebron, nay let hell produce a man 

So made for mifchief as Ben-Jochanan, 

A Jew of humble parentage was he. 

By trade a Levite, though of low degree : 

His pride no higher than the defk afpir'd. 

But for the drudgery of prieHs was hir'd 

To 
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To read and pray in linen ephod brave, 
And pick up fmgle (hekels from the grave. 
Marry'd at laft, but finding charge come fafter, 
He could not live by God, but chang'd his matter t 
InfpirM by want, was made a factious tooly 
They got a villain, and we loft a fool. 
Still violent, whatever caufe he took, 
But moft againft the party he forfook. 
For renegadoes, who ne'er turn by halves. 
Are bound in confcience to be double knaves. 
So this profe-prophet took moft monftrous pains. 
To let his mafters fee he earnM his gains. 
But, as the devil owes all his imps a fliame> 
He chofe th' apoftate for his prDper theme 5 
With little pains he made the pifture true. 
And from reflexion took the rogue he drew. 
A wondrous work, to prove the Jewifh nation 
In every age a murmuring generation j 
To trace them from their infancy of finning. 
And (hew them fa6lious from their firft beginning. 
To prove they could rebel, and rail, and mock. 
Much to the credit of the chofen flock 5 
A ftrong authority, which muft convince. 
That faints own no allegiance to their prince. 
As 'tis a leading-card to make a whore. 
To prove her mother had tum'd up before. 
But, tell me, did the drunken patriarch blefs 
The fon that ftiew'd his father's nakednefs? 
Such thanks the prcfent church thy pen will give, 
Which provcf riebellion was fo primitive. 

Muft 
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Mufl ancient failings be examples made ? 
Then murtherers from Cain may learn their trade. 
As thou the heathen and the faint haft drawn^ 
Methinks th' apoftate was the better man : 
And thy hot father, waving ray refpeft. 
Not of a mother-church, but of a fe£l. 
And fuch he needs muft be of thy inditing, 
This comes of drinking afles milk and writings 
If Balack ihould be call'd to leave his place. 
As profit is the loudeft call of grace. 
His temple, difpoffefsM of one, would be 
Replenifti*d with feven devils more by thee. 

Levi, thou art a load, I '11 lay thee down. 
And fliew rebellion bare, without a gown $ 
Poor (laves in metre, dull and addle-patcd, 
Who rhyme below cv'n David's Pfalms tranflated^ 
Some in my fpeedy pace I muft out- run. 
As lame Mephiboflieth the wifard's fon : 
To make quick way, I '11 leap o'er heavy blocks. 
Shun rotten Uzza as I would the pox $ 
And haften Og and Doeg to rehearfe, 
Two fools that crutch their feeble fenfe on vcrft ; 
Who by my Mufe to all fucceeding times, 
Shall live in fpight of their own dbggrel rhymes. 

Doeg, though without knowing how or why. 
Made ftill a blundering kind of melody ; 
Spurr'd boldly on, and dafh'd through thick and thln^ 
Through fenfe and nonfenfe, never out nor in $ 
Free from all meaning, whether good or bad. 
And in one word, heroically mad : 

He 



1 
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He was too warm on picking-work to dwel]. 

But fagotted his notions as they fell. 

And if they rhym'd and rattled, all was well. 

Spiteful he is not, though he wrote a fatyr. 

For (till there goes fome thinking to ill-nature t 

He needs no more than birds and beafts to think. 

All his occafions are to eat and drink. 

If he call rogue and rafcal from a garret. 

He means you no more mifchief than a parrot : 

The words for friend and foe alike were made. 

To fetter them in verfe is all his trade. 

For almonds he Ul cry whore to his own mother t 

And call young Abfalom king David's brother. 

Let him be gallows-free by my confent, 

And nothing fuffer fince he nothing meant ; 

Hanging fuppofes human foul and reafon. 

This animal *s below committing treafon : 

Shall he be hang'd who never could rebel ? 

That's a preferment for Achitophel. 

The woman that committed buggery, 

Was rightly fentenc'd by the law to die ; 

But 'twas hard fate that to the gallows led 

The dog that never heard the ftatute read. 

Railing in other men may be a crime. 

But ought to pafs for mere inftin6l in him : 

Inftin^l he follows and no farther knows. 

For to write verfe with him is to tranfprofe* 

'Twere pity treafon at his door to lay, 

Who makes heaven's gate a lock to its own key t 

Let 
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Let him rail on, let his inve6live Mufe 
Have four and twenty letters to abufe. 
Which, if he jumbles to one line of fenfe, 
Indift him of a capital offence. 
In fire-works give him leave to vent his fpight^ 
Thole are the only ferpents he can write 5 
The height of his ambition is, we know. 
But to be mafter of a puppet-fhow, 
On that one ftage his works may yet appear, 
And a montlfs harveft keeps him all the year. 
Now ftop your nofes, readers, all and fome. 
For here 's a tun of midnight-work to come, 
Og from a treafon -tavern rowling home. 
Round as a globe, and liquor'd every chink, 
Goodly and great he fails behind his link ; 
With all this bulk there's nothing loft in Og, 
For every inch that is not fool is rogue : 
A monftrous mafs of foul corrupted matter, 
As all the devils had fpew'd to make the batter. 
When wine has given him courage to blafphemCy 
He curfes God, but God before curft him 5 
And, if man cou -d have reafon, none has more. 
That made his paunch fo rich, and him fo poor. 
With wealth he was not ||]fted, for heaven knew 
What 'twas of old to pamper up a Jew ; 
To what would he on quail and pheafant fwell. 
That ev'n on tripe and carrion could rebel ? 
But tho' heaven made him poor, with reverence {peaking. 
He never was a poet of God's making j 

The 
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The midwife laid her hand on his thick ikull. 
With this prophetic blefling — Be thou dull ; 
Drink, fwear and roar, forbear no lewd delight 
Fit for thy bulk, do any thing but write : 
Thou art of lainng make, like thoughtlefs men, 
A ftrong nativity — but for the pen ! 
Eat opium, mingle arfenic in thy drink. 
Still thou mayft live, avoiding pen and ink, 
I fee, I fee, 'tis counfel given in vain, 
For treafon botcht in rhyme will be thy bane. 
Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck, 
'Tis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck : 
Why (hould thy metre good king David blaft ? 
A pfalm of his will furely be thy laft. 
Dar'ft thou prefume in verfe to meet thy foes, 
Thou whom the penny pamphlet foilM in profe ? 
Doeg,'whom God for mankind's mirth has made, 
O'er-tops thy talent in thy very trade j 
Doeg to thee, thy paintings are fo coarfe, 
A poet is, though he 's the poet's horfe. 
A double noofe thou on thy neck doft pull 
For writing treafon, and for writing dull ; 
To die for fa6lion is a common evil, 
But to be hang'd for nonfenfe is the devil : 
Hadft thou the glories of thy king expreft. 
Thy praifes had been fatyr at the beft 5 
But thou in clumfy verfe, unlickt, unpointed. 
Haft (hamefully defy'd the Lord's anointed : 
I will not rake the dunghill of thy crimes. 
For who would read thy life that reads thy rhymes ? 
Vol. I. N But 
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But of king David's foes be this the doom. 
May all be like the young man Abfalom ! 
And for my foes may this their blefling be, 
To talk like Doeg> and to write like tl||e V* 

Achitophel each rank, degree, and age. 
For various ends negle£ls not ta engage ; 
The wife and rich for purfe and counfel brought^ 
The fools and beggars for their number fought t 
Who yet not only on the town depends. 
For ev'n in court the faftion had its friends ; 
Thefe thought the places they pofleft too fmall, 
And in their hearts wiOi'd court and king to fall r 
Whofe names the Mufe difdaining, holds i'th'dark, 
Thruft in the villain herd without a mark ; 
With parafites and libel-fpawning imps, 
Intriguing fops, dull jefters, and worfe pimps. 
Difdain the rafcal rabble to porfue. 
Their fet cabals are yet a viler crew ; 
See where involved in common fmoak they fit ; 
Some for our mirth, fome for our fatyr fit : 
Thefe gloomy, thoughtful, and on mifchief bent. 
While thofe for mere good fellowlhip frequent 
Th' appointed club, can let fedition pafs, 
Senfe, nonfenfe, any thing t' employ the glafs ; 
And who believe in their dull honeft hearts. 
The reft talk treafon but to fhew their parts j 
Who ne'er had wit or will for mifchief yet. 
But pleas'd to be reputed of a fet. 

But in the facred annals of our plot, 
Induftrious Arod never be forgot : 

5 'The 
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The labours of this midnight-magi ftrate. 
May vie with Corah's to preferve the llatc. 
In fearch of arms he failM not to lay hold 
On ward's moft powerful dangerous weapon, gold. 
And laft, to take from Jebufites all odds, 
Their altars pilhgM, dole their very gods ; 
Oft would he cry, when treafure he furpriz'd, 
'Tis Baalifti gold in David's coin difguis'd. 
Which to his houfe with riclier reliques came. 
While lumber idols only fed the flame : 
For our wife rabble ne'er took pains t' enquire. 
What 'twas he burnt, fo 't made a roufing fire. 
With which our elder was enricht no more 
Than falfe Gehazi with the Syrian's ftore ; 
So poor, that when our chufing-tribes were met, 
Ev'n for his (linking votes he ran in debt ; 
For meat the wicked, and as authors think. 
The faints he chous'd for his elefting drink ; 
Thus every fhift and fubtle method paft. 
And all to be no Zaken at the laft. 

'Now, rais'd on Tyre's fad ruins, Pharaoh's pride 
Soar'd high, his legions threatning far and wide j 
As when a battering ftorm engender'd high. 
By winds upheld, hangs hovering in the fky,^ 
Is gaz'd upon by every trembling fwain, 
This for his vineyard fears, and that his grain } 
For blooming plants, and flowers new opening, thefe, 
For lambs ycan'd lately, and far-labouring bees : 
To guard his ftock each to the gods does call. 
Uncertain where the flrc-charg'd clouds will fall : 

N a Ev'n 
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Ev'n Co the doubtful nations watch his arms, 
Witli terror each expelling his alarms. 
V/uere, Judah, where was now thy lion's roar ? 
Thou only couldil the captive lands reftore : 
But thou, with inbred broils and fa£l:ibn preft. 
From Egypt need'ft a guardian with the reft. 
Thy prince from fanhedrims no truft allowM, 
Too much the reprefenters of the crowd. 
Who for their own defence give no fupply. 
But what the crown's prerogatives muft buy : 
As if their monarch's rights to violate 
More needful were, than to preferve the ftate ! 
From prefent dangers they divert their care. 
And all their fears are of the royal heir ; 
Whom now the reigning malice of his foes, 
Unjudg'd would fentence, and ere crown depofe. 
Religion the pretence, but their decree 
To bar his reign, whate'er his faith (hall be ! 
By fanhedrims and clamorous crowds thus preft. 
What paffions rent the righteous David's breaft ! 
Who knows not how t' oppofe or to comply, 
Unjuft to grant and dangerous to deny ! 
How near in this dark jun6lure Ifrael's fate, 
Whofe peace one fole expedient could create. 
Which yet th' extreameft virtue did require, 
Ev'n of that prince whofe downfal they confpire ! 
His abfence David does v/ith tears advife 
T' appeafe their rage. Undaunted he complies j 
Thils he who prodigal of blood and eafe, 
A royal life expos'd to winds and feas, 

5 At 
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At once contending with the waves and fire. 
And heading danger in the wars of Tyre, 
Inglorious now forfakcs his native fand, 
And like an exile quits the promised land ! 
Our monarch fcarce from preiUng tears refrains. 
And painfully his royal ftatc maintains,- 
Who now embracing on th' extreameft ihore 
Almoft revokes what he enjoinM before : 
Concludes at laft more truft to be allowM 
To ftorm§ and feas than to the raging crowd I 
Forbear, rafli Mufe, the parting fcene to draw. 
With fiknce charm'd as deep as their's that faw ! 
Not only our attending nobles weep, 
But hardy failors fwell with tears the deep ! 
The tide reArain'd her ccurfe, and more amazM, 
The twin-flars on the royal brothers gazM : 
While this fole fear — 
Does trouble to our fuffering hero bring, 
Left next the popular rage opprefs the king ! 
Thus parting, each for th' other's dai^er griev'd, 
The (liore the king, and feas the prince receiv'd. 
Co, injured hero, while propitious gales, 
Soft as thy confort's breath, infpire thy fails ; 
Well may flie truft her beauties on a flood. 
Where thy triumphant fleets fo oft have rode ! 
Safe on thy breaft reclin'd her reft be deep, 
Rock'd like a Nereid by the waves afleep; ' 
While happicft dreams her fancy entertain, 
And to Elyfian fields convert the main ! 

N 3 (Go, 
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Go, injurM hero, while the fliores of Tyre 
At thy approach Co filent ihall admire. 
Who on thy thunder ftill their thoughts employ^ 
And greet thy landing with a trembling joy. 

On heroes thus the prophet^s fate is thrown^ 
Admir'd by every nation but their own 5 
Yet while our fadlious Jews his worth deny, 
Their aking confcience gives their tongue the lie. 
Ev'n in the worft of men the nobleft parts 
Confefs him, and he triumphs in their hearts. 
Whom to his king the beft refpefts commend 
Of fubje^t, foldier, kinfman, prince, and friend ; 
All facred names of moft divine efteem. 
And to perfeftion all fuftainM by him. 
Wife, juft, and conftant, courtly without art. 
Swift to difcern and to reward defert ; 
No hour of his in fruitlefs eafe deftroy*d. 
But on the nobleft fubjc6ls ftill employed i 
Whofe fteady foul ne'er learnt to feparate 
Between his mofiuxrh's intereft and the ftate, 
But heaps thofe bleilings on the royal head. 
Which he well knows muft be on fubje£ls ftied. 

On what pretence could then the vulgar rage 
Againft his worth and native rights engage ? 
Religious fears their argument are made. 
Religious fears his facred rights invade I 
Of future iuperftition they complain, 
And jebufitic worlhip in his reign : 
With fuch alarms his foes the crowd deceive. 
With dangers fright which not themfelves believe. 

Since 
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Since nothing can our facred rites removey 
"Whatever the faith of the fucceflbr prove : 
Our Jews their ark fl|^l undifturbM retainy 
At leaft while their religion is their gain. 
Who know by old experience Baal's commands 
Not only claimed their confcicnce but their laads ; 
They grudge God's tithes, how therefore (hall they yield 
An idol full poffefllon of the field? 
Grant fuch a prince enthroned, we muft confefs 
The people's fufferings than that monarch's left. 
Who muft to hard conditions ftill be bound. 
And for his quiet with the crowd compound; 
Or (hould his thoughts to tyranny incline. 
Where are the means to compafs the defign -? 
Our crown's revenues are too fhort a ftore. 
And jealous fanhedrims would give no more. 

As vain our fears of Egypt's potent aid. 
Not fo has Pharaoh learnt ambition's trade. 
Nor ever with fuch meafures can comply. 
As ihock the common rules &f policy 5 
None dread like him the growth of Ifrael's king. 
And he alone fufficient aids can bring j 
Who knows that prince to Egypt can give law. 
That on our ftubborn tribes his yoke could draw^ 
At fuch profound expence he has not ftood. 
Nor dy'd for this his hands fo deep in blood j 
Would ne'er through wrong and right hisprogrefs take. 
Grudge his own reft, and keep the world awake, 
To fix a lawlcfs prince on Judah's throne, 
Firft to invade our rights, and then lus own 3 

N 4. Hia 
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His tlear-gain'd conquefts cheaply to defpoily 
And reap the harveft of his crimes and toil. 
We grant his wealth vaft as our^cean's fand^ 
And curfe its fatal influence on our land. 
Which our brib'd Jews fo nuraeroufly partake. 
That ev^n an ho(^ his penfioners would make ; 
From thefe deceivers our diviHons fpring. 
Our weaknefs, and the growth of Egypt's king j 
Thefe with pretended friendfhip to the ftate, 
Our crowd's fufpicion of their prince create. 
Both pleas'd and frighten'd with the fpecious cry. 
To guard their facred rights and property j 
To ruin, thus the chofen flock are fold. 
While wolves are ta'en for guardians of the fold ; 
Seduc'd by thefe we groundlefsly complain. 
And loath the manna of a gentle reign : 
Thus our forefathers crooked paths are trod. 
We truft our prince no more than they their God. 
But all in vain our reafoning prophets preach, 
To thofe whom fad experience ne'er could teach. 
Who can commence new broils in bleeding fears. 
And fre(h remembrance of inteftine wars ; 
When the fame houfhold mortal foes did yield. 
And brothers ftainM with brothers blood the field j 
When Ions cnrft fteel the fathers gore did ftain. 
And mothers mourn'd for fons by fathers flain I 
When thick as Eg)-'pt's locufts on the fand. 
Our tribes hiy flaughtcr\l through the promls'd land, 
Whofc few Airvivors with worfc fate remain, 
To drag tlic bondage of a tyrant's reign : 

Which 
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Which Tcene of woes, unknowing, we renew. 
And madly, ev'n thofe ills we fear, purfue 5 
While Pharaoh laughs at our domeftic broils. 
And fafely crowds his tents with nations fpoils. 
Yet our fierce fanhedrim in reftlefs rage, 
Againft our abfent hero ftill engage. 
And chiefly urge, fuch did their frenzy prove, 
The only fuit their prince forbids to move. 
Which till obtained they ceafe affairs of ftate. 
And real dangers wave for groundlefs hate. 
Long David's patience waits relief to bring, 
With all th' indulgence of a lawful king, 
Expe6ling till the troubled waves would ceale. 
But found the raging billows ftili increafe. 
The crowd, whofe infolence forbearance fwelJs, 
While he forgives too far, almoft rebels. 
At laft his deep refentments filcnce broke, 
Th' imperial palace fliook, while thus he fpoke. 
Then Juftice wake, and Rigor take her time. 
For lo! our mercy is become our crime. 
While halting Puniftiment her ftroke delays. 
Our fovereign right, heaven's facred truft, decays ! 
For whofe fupport ev'n fiibje6ls intereft calls, 
Woe to that kingdom where the monarch falls ! 
That prince who yields the Icaft of vcgnl fway. 
So far his people's freedom does betray. 
Right lives by law, and law fubfilis by power; 
DIfarm the fiiepherd, wolves the flock devour. 
Hnj-d lot of empire o'er a ftvibborn race, 
Which heaven itfclf in vain has try'd with grace I 

When 
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When will our reafon's long-charmM eyes uncloiCy 

And Ifrael judge between her friends and foes I 

When (hall we fee expir'd deceivers fway, 

And credit what our God and monarchs fay> ? 

Diffembled patriots, brib'd with Egypt's gold, 

Ev'n fanhedrims in blind obedience hold ; 

Thofe patriots falfhood in their a£lions fee^ 

And judge by the pernicious fruit the tree; 

If aught for which fo loudly they declaim, 

Religion, laws, and freedom, were their aim ; 

Our fenates in due methods they had led, 

T' avoid thofe mifchiefs which they feem'd to dread j 

But firft ere yet they propt the finking date, 

T' impeach and charge, as urg'd by private hate ; 

Proves that they ne'er bcliev'd the fears they preft, , 

But barbaroufly deilroyM the nation's reft ! 

O ! whither will ungovern'd fenates drive. 

And to what bounds licentious votes arrive? 

When their injuftice we are prefs'd to (hare. 

The monarch urg'd t" exclude the lawful heir; 

Are princes thus diftinguiftiM from the crowd. 

And this the privilege of royal blood ? 

But grant we fhould confirm the wrongs they prefs^ 

His fufferings yet were than the people's lefs ; 

CondemnM for life the murdering fword to wield. 

And on their heirs entail a bloody field : 

Thus madly their own freedom they betray. 

And for th' oppreflion which they fear make wayi 

SuccelTion fixM by heaven, the kingdom's bar. 

Which once dilTolvM, admits the flood of wai- j 

Wafte, 
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Waftey rapine, fpoil, without, th* aflault begin. 
And our mad tribes fuppiant the fence within. 
Since then their good they will not underftand, 
*Tis time to take the monarch's power in hand ; 
Authority and force to join with flcill. 
And fave the lunatics again ft their will. 
The fame rough means that fwage the crowd, appeafe 
Our fenates raging with the crowd's difeafe. 
Henceforth unbiafs'd meafures let them draw 
From no falfe glofs, but genuine text of law ; 
Nor urge thofe crimes upon religion's fcore, 
Themfelves fo much in Jebufites abhor. 
Whom laws convi6l, and only they, Ihall bleed. 
Nor pharifees by pharifees be freed. 
Impartial juftice from our throne fhall (hower. 
All (hall have right, and we our fovereign power. 

He faid, th' attendants heard with awful joy. 
And glad prefages their fixM thoughts employ 5 
From Hebron now the fufFering heir returned, 
A realm that long with civil difcord mourn'd j 
Till his approach, like fome arriving God, 
Composed and heaPd the place of his abode | 
The deluge checked that to Judea fpread. 
And ftopp'd fedition at the fountain's head. 
Thus in forgiving David's paths he drives. 
And, chas'd from Ifrael, IlraePs peace contiives. 
The field confefs'd his power in arms before, 
And feas proclaimed his triumphs to the Ihore j 
As nobly has his fway in Hebron (hown. 
How fit f inherit godlike David's throne. 

Through 
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Through S ion's ftreets his glad arrival 's fpready 

And confcious faftion ihrinks her fnaky head j 

His train their fufFcrings think o''erpaid9 to fee 

The crowd's applaufe with virtue once agree. 

Succefs charms ail, but zeal for worth diftreft 

A virtue proper to the brave and beft 5 

'Mongft whom was Jothran, Jothran always bent 

To ferve the crown, and loyal by defcent, 

Whofe conftancy fo firm, and conduft juft, 

Defei-vM at once two royal matters truft ; 

Who Tyre's proud arms had manfully withftood 

On feas, and gathered laurels from the flood j 

Of learning yet, no portion was deny'd, 

Friend to the Mufes and the Mufes' pride. 

Nor can Benaiah's worth forgotten lie. 

Of fteady foul when public ftorms were high ; 

Whofc conduct, while the Moor fierce onfets made, 

SccurM at once our honour and our trade. 

Shch were J:he chiefs who moft his fuffcrings mourned) 

And viewM with filent joy the prince retum'd 5 

While thofc that fought his abfence to betray, 

Pjofs full their naufeous falfe refpe£ls to pay ; 

Him ftill th\ofiicious hypocrites molcft, 

And with malicious duly break his reft. 

While rcil tranfports thus his friends employ. 
And f )cs arc loud in tlitir dilfembled joy. 
His iiiiiiDplis fo rcfounJcd far and near, 
MlfsM not his young amhirious rival's car; 
Anil ai when joyl'ul hunters clamourous train 
Some fiuinbtring lion wakes in Moab's plain. 

Who 
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Who oft had forcM the bold aflailants yield, 
And fcatter'd his purfuers through the field, 
Difdaining, furls his mane and tears the ground. 
His eyes enflaming all the defart round. 
With roar of feas dire6ls his chafers way, 
Provokes from far, and dares them to the fray ; 
Such rage ftorm'd now in Abfalom's fierce breaft. 
Such indignation his fir'd eyes confeft j 
Where now was the inilni6lor of his pride ? 
Slept the old pilot in fo rough a tide ? 
Whofe wiles had from the happy fhore betray'd. 
And thus on fhelves the credulous youth conveyM ; 
In deep revolving thoughts he weighs his date, 
Secure of craft, nor doubts to baffle fate. 
At Icaft, if his ftorm'd bark muft go adrift. 
To baulk his charge, and for himfelf to fhlft. 
In which his dexti'ous wit had oft been fliown. 
And in the wreck of kingdoms favM his own 5 
But now with more than common danger preft. 
Of various refolutions ftands pofleft, 
Perceives the crowd's unliable zeal decay. 
Left their recanting chief the caufe betray, 
Who on a father's grace his hopes may ground, 
And for his pardon with their heads compound. 
Him therefore, ere his fortune flip her time. 
The ftatcfraan plots t' engage in fomc bold crime 
Paft pardon, whether to attempt his bed, 
Or threat with open arms the royal head. 
Or other daring method, and unjuft, 
That may confirm him in the people's truft. 

But 
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But failing thus t' cnfnare him, nor fecure 

How long his foilM ambition may endure. 

Plots next to lay him by as pad his date. 

And try fome new pretender*s luckier fate ; 

Whofc hopes with equal toil he would purfue, 

Nor cares what claimer 's crown'd, except the true. 

Wake, Abfalom, approaching ruin fliun. 

And fee, O fee, for whom thou art undone ! 

How are thy honours and thy fame betrayM, 

The property of defperate villains made ? 

Loft power and confcious fcai's their crimes create^ 

And guilt in them was little Icfs than fate ; 

But why /houldft thou, from every grievance free, 

Forfake thy vineyards for their ftormy fea ? 

For thee did Canaan's milk and honey flow. 

Love drefs'd thy bowers, and laurels fought thy brow, 

Preferment, wealth, and power, thy vaffals were. 

And of a monarch all things but the care. 

Oh fliould our crimes aguin that curfe draw down^ 

And rebel -arms once more attempt the crown. 

Sure niin waits unhappy Abfalom, 

Alike by conqueft or defeat undone ; 

Who could relentlefs fee fuch youth and charms. 

Expire with wretched fate in impious arms ? 

A prince fo form'd with earth's and heaven's applaufc, 

To triumph o'er crown'd heads in David's caufe ; 

Or grant him vi6tor, flill his hopes muft fail, 

Who conquering would not for himfelf prevail ; 

The faflion whom he trufts for future fway. 

Him and the public would alike betray } . 

Amongft 
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Amongft themfelves divide the captive ftate. 

And found their hydra-empire in his fate ! 

Thus having beat the clouds with painful flight. 

The pity'd youth, with fccpters in his fight. 

So have their cruel politics deci-eed, 

Muft, by that crew that made him guilty, bleed ! 

For could their pride brook any prince's fway. 

Whom but mild David would they chufe t' obey ? 

Who once at fuch a gjentle reign repine. 

The fall of monarchy itfelf defign ; 

From hate to that their reformations fpring. 

And David not their grievance, but the king. 

Seiz'd now with panic fear the fa6lion lies, 

Led -this clear truth ftrike Abfalom's charm'd eyes. 

Left he perceive, from long enchantment free. 

What all befide the flattered youth muft fee. 

But whatever doubts his troubled bofom fwell. 

Fair carriage ftill became Achitopbel. 

Who now an envious feftival enftals, 

And to furvey their ftrengih the faction calls. 

Which fraud, religious worfliip too muft gild ; 

But oh how weakly does fedition build ? 

For lo ! the royal mandate iffues forth, 

Dafliing at once their ti-eafon, zeal, and mirth ! 

So have I feen difaftrous chance invade. 

Where careful emmets had their forage laid^ 

Whether fierce Vulcan's rage the furzy plain 

Had feiz'd, engendered by Tome carelefs fwain 5 

Or fwelling Neptune lavvlefs inroads made. 

And to theip cell of ftore his flood convey 'd ; 

The 
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The commonwealth broke up, diftrafted go. 
And in wild haftc their loaded mates overthrow ; 
Ev'h Co our fcatterM guefts confusedly meet. 
With boilM, bak'd, roaft, all juftling in the ftreet; 
Dcjefting all, and i-uefully dilinay'd. 
For ftiekel without treat or treafon paid. 

Sedition's dark eclipfe now fainter fhows, . 
More bright each hour the royal planet grows. 
Of force the clouds of envy to difperfe. 
In kind conjun6Vion of aflifting ftars. 
Here, labouring Mufe, thofe glorious chiefs relate. 
That turnM the doubtful fcale of David's fate j 
The reft of that illuftrious band reheai'fc, 
Immortalized in laurel'd Afaph's verfe ; 
Hard tafk ! yet will not I thy flight recal. 
View heaven, and then enjoy thy glorious fall. . 

Firft write Bezalicl, whofc illuftrious name 
Foreftalls our praife, and gives his poet fame. 
The Kenites rocky province his command, 
A barren limb of fertile Canaan's land j 
Which for its generous natives yet could be 
Held worthy fuch a prefident as he ! 
Bezaliel with each grace and virtue fraught, 
Serene his looks j ferene his life and thought j 
On whom fo- largely nature heap'd her ftore, 
There fcarce remained for arts to give him more ! 
To aid the crown and ftate his greatcft zeal. 
His fccond care that fervice to conceal ; 
Of dues obfcrvant, firm to evei-y truft, 
And to the needy always more than juft. 

Who 
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Who truth from fpecious falfliood can divide. 

Has all the gownfmens fkill without their pride ; 

Thus crown\l with worth from heights of honour won, 

Sees all his glories copyM in his fon, 

Whofe forward fame fhould every Mufe engage : 

Whofe youth boalls Ikill deny'd to others' age. 

Men, manners, language, books of nobleft kind. 

Already are the conqueft of his mind. 

V/hofe loyalty before its date v/as prime ; 

Nor waited the dull courfe of rolling time : 

The monftt;r faftion early he difmay'd. 

And David's caufe long fmce confefsM his aid. 

Brave Abdael o'er the prophet's Ichool was plac'd j 
Abdael with all his father's virtue grac'd j 
A hero, who, while ftais looL'd wondjring down. 
Without one Hebrew's blood reftor'd the crown. 
That praife was his j what therefore did remain 
For following chiefs, bur boldly to maintain 
That crown rellor'd j and in this rank cf fame. 
Brave Abdael with the firft a place mull claim. 
Proceed, illuftrious, happy chief! proceed, 
Forefeize the garlands for thy brow decreed. 
While th' infpir'd tribe attend with nobleft ilrain 
To rcgifter the glories thou fhalt gain : 
For fure the dew (hall Gilboah's hills forfake. 
And Jordan mix his dream with Sodom's lake $ 
Or feas retir'd their fccret ftores difclofe. 
And to the fun their fcaly brood expofe. 
Or fwell'd above the clifts their billows raife. 
Before the Mufes leave their patron's praife. 

Vol. I. O Eliab 
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Eliab our next labour does invite. 

And hard the talk to do Eliab right : 

Long with the royal wanderer he rov'd. 

And firm in all the turns of fortune prov'd ! 

Such ancient fervice and defert fo large. 

Well claim'd the royal houfhold for his charge. 

His age with only one mild heirefs bleft. 

In all the bloom of fmiling nature dreft. 

And bleft again to fee his flower ally'd 

To David's ftock, and made young Othnicrs bride I 

The bright reftorcr of his father's youth. 

Devoted to a fon's and fubjefl's truth : 

Refolv'd to bear that prize of duty home. 

So bravely fought, while fought by Abfalom* 

Ah prince ! th' illuftrious planet of thy birth. 

And thy more powerful virtue guard thy worth j 

That no Achitophel thy ruin boaft j 

Ifrael too much in one fuch wreck has loft. 

Ev'n envy muft confent to Melon's worth, 
Whofe foul, though Egypt glories in his birth> 
Could for our captive-ark its zeal retain, 
And Pharaoh's altars in their pomp difdain : 
To flight his gods was fmall ; with nobler pride. 
He all th' allurements of his court dcfy'd. 
Whom profit nor example could betray. 
But Ifrael's friend, and true to David's fvvay. 
What afts of favour in his province fall. 
On merit he confers, and freely all. 

Our lift of nobles next let Amri grace, 
Whofe merits claim'd the Abethdin's high place 5 

Who 
5 
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Who with a Joyalty that did excel. 
Brought all th' endowments of Achitophel. 
Sincex*e was Amri, and not only knew, 
But Ifraers fan6lions into pradice drew j 
Our laws, that did a boundlefs ocean feem, 
Were coafted all, and fathomM all by him. 
No rabbin fpeaks like him their myftic fenfe, 
So juft, and with I'uch chaims of eloquence : 
To whom the double blefling does belong, 
With Mofes' infpiration, Aaron's tongue. 

Than Sheva none more loyal zeal h.ive fhown. 
Wakeful as Judah's lion for the crown. 
Who for that caufe ftill combats in his age, 
For which his youth with danger did engage. 
In vain our fa^ious pi iefts the cant revive j 
In vain feditious fcribes with libel ftrive 
T' enflame the crowd j while he with watchful eye 
Obfcrves, and fhoots their treafons as they fly : 
Their weekly frauds his keen replies dete6l 5 
He undeceives more fail than they infcdl. 
So Mofes, when the pcft on legions prey'd, 
Advanced his flgnal, and the plague was ftayM. 

Once more, my fainting Mufe, thy pinions try. 
And ftrength's exhauftcd ftore let love fupply. 
What tribute, Afaph, fhall we render thee ? 
We 'll crown thee with a wreath from thy own tree! 
Thy laurel grove no envy's flaih can blaft j 
The fong of Afaph Ihall for ever laft. 

With wonder late pofterity fhall dwell 
On Abfalom and falfe Achitophel ; 

O a Thy 



i^6 DRVDEN'S POEMS. 

Thy drains fhall be our flumbering prophets dream. 
And when our Sion virgins fing their theme ; 
Our jubilees fhall with thy verfe be grac'd. 
The fong of Afaph fhall for ever laft. 

How fierce his fdtyr loosM j reftrain*d, how tame ; 
How tender of th' offending young man's fame ! 
How well Ws worth, and brave adventures ftil'd $ 
Juft to his virtues, to his error mild. 
No page of thine, that fears the ftrifteft'view. 
But teems with juft reproof, or praife as due j 
Not Edfen could a fairer profpeft yield. 
All paradife without one barren field : 
Whofc wit the cenfure of his foes has paft. 
The fong of Afaph (hall for ever laft. 

What praife for fuch rich ftrains (hall we allow ? 
What juft rewards the grateful crown beftow ? 
While bees in flowers rejoice, and flowers in dew. 
While ftars and fountains to their courfe are true ; 
While Judah's throne and Slon's rock ftand faft. 
The fong of Afaph and the fame fliall laft. 

Still Hebron's honoured happy foil retains 
Our royal hero's beauteous dear remains 5 
Who how fails off with winds nor wifhes flack. 
To bring his fufferings' bright companion back. 
But ere fuch tranfport can our fenfe employ, 
A bitter grief muft poifon half our joy j 
Nor can our coafts reftorM thofe bleflings fee 
Without a bribe to envious deftiny ! 
CursM Sodom's doom for ever fix the tide 
Where by inglorious chance the valiant dy'd ! 

Give 
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Give not infulting Afkalon to know, 

Nor let Gath's daughters triumph in our woe ! 

No Tailor with the news fwell Egypt's pride. 

By what inglorious fate our valiant dy'd ! 

Weep, Arnon ! Jordan, weep thy fountains dry, , 

While S ion's rock diflblves for a fupply. 

Calm were the elements, night's filence deep. 
The waves fcarce murmuring, and the winds aflcep j 
Yet fate for ruin takes fo ftill an hour. 
And treacherous fands the princely bark devour \ 
Then death unworthy feiz'd a generous race. 
To virtue's fcandal, and the liars difgracc ! 
Oh ! had th' indulgent powers vouchfaPd to yield, 
Inftead of faithlefs fhelves, a lifted field : 
A lifted field of Heaven's and David's foes. 
Fierce as the troops that did his youth oppofe. 
Each life had on his flaughter'd heap retir'd. 
Not tamely, and unconquering thus expir'd ; 
But deftiny is now their only foe, 
And dying ev'n o'er that they triumph too; 
With loud laft breaths their matter's fcape applaud. 
Of whom kind force could fcarce the fates defraud j 
Who for fuch followers loft, O raatchlefs mind ! 
At his own fafety now almoftrepin'd! 
Say, royal Sir, by all your fame in arms. 
Your praife in peace, and by Urania's chaims ; 
If all your fufiTerings paft io nearly preft, 
Or picrc'd with half fo painful grief your breaft ? 

Thus fomc diviner Mufe her hero forms, 
Not foolh'd with foft delights, but toft in ftorms, 

O 3 Nor 
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Nor (IritchM on rofes in the myitlc grove. 
Nor crowns his days with mirth, his nights with love. 
But far removed in thundering camps is found. 
His (lumbers (hoit, his bed the herblels ground : 
*In talks of danger always fcen the firft, 
Feeds from the hedge, and flakes with ice his thirft. 
Long muft his patience drive with fortune^s rage. 
And long oppofing gods themfelves engage, 
Muft fee his country flame, his friends deftroy'd. 
Before the promised empire be enjoyM : 
Such toil of fate niuft build a man of fame. 
And fuch, to Ifrael's crown, the god -like David came. 

What fudden beams difpel the clouds fo faft, 
Whofe drenching rains laid all our vineyards vmtbt ! 
The fpring fo far behind her courfe delayM, 
On th' inftant is in all her bloom array M ; 
The winds breathe low, the element ferene 5 
Yet mark what motion in the waves is fcen ! 
Thronging and bufy as Hyblaean fwanns. 
Or ftraggled foldiers fummon'd to their arms. 
See where the princely bark in loofeft pride, 
With all her guardian fleet, adonis the tide ! 
High on her deck the royal lovers fland, 
Our crimes to pardon ere they touched our land. 
Welcome to Ili-acl and to David's breaft ! 
Here ail your toils, here all your iiiffcrings reft. 

This year did Ziloah mle Jcrufalem, 
And boldly all fcdiiion's Syrtes ftem, 
Howe'cr incumbered with a viler pair 
Than Ziph or Shimei to aflift the chair 5 

Yet 
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Yet Ziloah's loyal labours fo pevaird 
That fa6tion at tlie next ele£tion failM, 
When ev'n the common cry did juftice found. 
And merit by the multitude was crown'd : 
With David then was Ifrael's peace reftor'd. 
Crowds mourn'd their error, and obeyM their lord* 

KEY to Absalom and AcHiTOi»HEL. 
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THE MEDAL. 
A SATIRE AGAINST SEDITION. 



EPISTLE TO THE WHIGS. 

TT* O R to whom can I dedicate this poem, with fo 
■^ much juftice as to you ? It is the reprefentation 
of your own hero : it is the pI6lure drawn at length, 
which you admire and prize lb much in little. None of 
your ornaments are wanting ; neither the landfcape of 
your Tower, nor the rifing Tun j nor the Anno Domini 
Df your new fovercign's coronation. This muft needs 
be a grateful undertaking to your whole party ; efpe- 
cially to thofe who have not been fo happy as to pur- 
jchafe the original. I, hear the graver has made a good 
market of it : all his kings are bought up already } or 
the value of the remainder fo inhanced, that many a 
poor Poiander, who v^ould be glad to worlhip the image, 
is net able to go to the coft of him ; but muft be con- 
tent to fee him here. I mull confefs I am no great ar- 
iiil J but fign-]:c{l painting will ferve the turn to re- 
■n'cir.her a friend by ; tfpecially when better is not to 
be h:id. i Ve', for your comfort, the lineaments arc true : 
and thourii he fnt not five times to mc, as he did to B. 
yet I have confulted hiilcry ; as the Italian painters do, 
^vhcn they would draw a Nero or a Caligula ; though 

they 
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tlvcy have not feen the man, they can help their imagi- 
nation by a ftatue of him, and find out the colouring 
from Suetonius and Tacitus. Truth is, you might 
have Ipared one fide of your Medal : the head would 
be feen to more advantage if it were placed on a fpike 
of the Tower, a little nearer to the fun ; which would 
then break out to better purpofe. 

You tell us in your preface to the No-proteftant Plot, 
that you (hall be forced hereafter to leave off your 
modefty : I fuppofe you mean that little which is left 
you ; for it was worn to rags when you put out this 
Medal. Never was there pra6lifcd fuch a piece of no- 
torious impudence in the face of an eftabliflied govern- 
ment. I believe, when he is dead, you will wear him in 
thumb-rings, as the Turks did Scanderbeg ; as if there 
were virtue in his bones to prelerve you againft monar- 
chy. Yet all this while you pretend not only zeal for 
the public good, but a due veneration for the perfon of 
the king. But all men who can fee an inch before 
them, may eafily dete£lthofe grofs fallacies. That it is 
neceffary for men in yourcircumftances to pretend both, 
is granted you ; for without them there could be no 
ground to raife a fa6lion. But I would afk you one 
civil quellion, what right has any man among you, or 
any affociation of men, to come nearer to you, who, 
out of parliament, cannot be confidercd in a public ca- 
pacity, to meet as you daily do in faciiuus clubs, to 
vilify the government in your difcourfes, and to libel 
it in all your writings ? Who made you judges in 
Ifrael ? Or how is it cuniatenl with your zeal for the 

pub- 
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public welfare, to promote fedition ? Does your defi- 
nition of Iqyal, which is to fcrve the king according to 
the laws, allow you the licenfe of jtraducing the exe- 
cutive power with which you own he is inverted ? You 
complain that his maj^fty has lofl the love and confi- 
dence of his people ; and, by your very urging it, you 
endeavour what in you lies to make him lofe them. All 
good fubjefts abhor the thought of arbitrary power, 
whether it be in one or many : if you were the patriots 
you would feem, you would not at this rate incenfe the 
multitude to aflume it ; for no fober man can fear it, 
either from the king's difpofition or his pra61icc ; or 
even, where you would odioufly lay it, from his mini- 
fters. Give us leave to enjoy the government and be- 
nefit of laws under which we were bom, and which 
we defire to tranfmit to our pofterity. You are not the 
truftees of the public liberty : and if you have not right 
to petition in a crowd, much lefs have you to intermeddle 
in- the management of affairs ; or to arraign what you 
do not like j which in effefl is every thing that is done 
by the king and council. Can you imagine that any 
reifonable man will believe you refpeft the perfon of 
his majefty, when it is apparent that your feditious 
pamphlets are fluffed with particular refle6lions on him ? 
If you have the confidence to deny this, it is cafy to be 
evinced from a thouland pafTagcs, which I only forbear 
to quote, becaufe I defire they fhould die and be for- 
gotten. I have pernfed many of your papers j and to fliew 
you that I have, the third part of your No-proteftant 
Plot is much of it ftolen from your dead author's pamph- 

Kt, 
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let, called the Growth of Popery ; as manifeftly as 
Milton's Defence of the Englifh People is from Bu- 
chanan De jure regni apud Scotos : or your firft Cove- 
nant and new Aflbciation from the holy league of the 
O French Guiiards. Any one who reads D^vila, may 
trace your praftices all along. There were the fame 
pretences for reformation and loyalty, the fame afper- 
fions of the king, and the fame grounds of a rebellion. 
I know not whether you will take the hiftorian's word, 
who fays it was reported, that Poltrot a Hugonot 
murdered Francis duke of Guife, by the inftigations 
of Theodore Beza, or that it was a Hugonot mi- 
nifter, otheiwife called a Prefbyterian, for our church 
abhors fo deviliih a tenet, who firft writ a treatife of. 
the lawfulnefs of depofing and npurdering kings of a 
different perfuafion in re]i<^ion : but I am able to prove, 
from the do6liine of Calvin, and principles of Buchan- 
an, that they fet the people above the niagiftratc ; which, 
if I miftake not, is your own fundamental, and which 
carries your loyalty no farther than your liking. When 
a vote of the houfe of commons goes on your fide, you 
are as ready to obfervc it as if it were pafled into a law; 
but when you are pinched with any former and yet 
unrepealed a6l of parliament, you declare that in fome 
cafes you will not he obliged by it. The paflage is in 
die fame third part of the No-proteftantPlot ; and is too 
plain to be denied. The late copy of your intended 
aflbciation, you neither wholly jultify nor condemn ; 
but as the papifts, when they are unoppofed, fly out 
into all the pageantries of worfliip 3 but in times of war> 

when 
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when they are hard prcfTed by arguments, lie clofe in- 
trenched behind the "Council of Trent : fo now, when 
yotir affairs are in a low condition, you dare not pre- 
tend that to be a legal combination ; but whenfoever 
you are afloat, I doubt not but it will be maintained 
and juftified to purpofe. For indeed there is nothing 
to defend it but the fword : it is the proper time to fay 
any thing, when men have all things in their power. 

In the mean time, you would fain be nibbling at a 
parallel betwixt this alfociation, and that in the time of 
queen Elizabeth. But there is this fraall difference be- 
twixt them, that the ends of the one are direftly oppo- 
fite to the other : one with the queen's approbation and 
conjundion, as head of it ; the other without either the 
confent or knowledc^c of the king, againft whofe au- 
thority it is manifeAly dcfigned. Therefore you do 
well to have recourfe to your laft evafion, that it was 
contrived by your enemies, and (liufHed into the papers 
that were feized ; which yet you fee the nation is not fo 
eafy to believe as your own jury ; but the matter is not 
difficult, to find twelve men in Newgate who would 
acquit a malefa6Vor. 

I have one only favour to defire of you at parting, 
that when you think of anfwering this poem, you 
would employ the fame pens againft it, who have com- 
bated with fo much fuccefs againft Abfalom and Achi- 
tophel : for then you may afiure yourfelves of a clear 
viftory, witliout the leall reply. Rail at me abundant- 
ly ; and, not to break a cuftom, do it without wit : by 
this method you will gain a confiderable point, which 

is 
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is wholly to wave the anfwer of my arguments. Never 
own the bottom of your principles, for fear they (hould 
be ti-eafon. Fall feverely on the mifcarriages of go- 
vernment ; for if fcandal be not allowed, you are na 
frcebom fubjefts. If God has not bleffed you with the 
talent of rhyming, make ufe of my poor ftock and wel- 
come : let your verfes run upon my feet : and for the 
ntmoft refuge of notorious blockheads, reduced to the 
laft extremity of fenfe, turn my own lines upon me, 
and in utter defpair of your own fatyr, make me faty- 
rize myfelf. Some of you have been driven to this bay 
already ; but, above all the reft, commend me to the 
non-conformift parfon, who writ the Whip and Key. 
I am afraid it is not read fo mucll as the piece defeiTes, 
becaufe the bookfeller is every week crying help at the 
end of his Gazette, to get it off. You fee I am chari- 
table enough to do him a kindnefs, that it may be pub- 
liflied as well as printed ; and that fo much (kill in He- 
brew derivations may not lie for vvafte-paper in the fhop. 
Yet I half fufpeft he went no farther for his learning, , 
than the index of Hebrew nanies and etymologies,, 
which is printed at the end of fome Englifh bibles. If 
Achitophel fignify the brother of a fool, the author of 
that poem will pafs with his readers for the next of kin. 
And perhaps it is' the relation that makes the kindnefs. 
Whatever the verfes are, buy them up, I befeech you, 
out of pity J for I hear the conventicle is fhut up, and 
tlie brother of Achitophel out of fervice. 

Now footmen you know have the generofity to make 
a purfe for a member of their fociety, who has had his 

livery 
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livery pulled over his ears : and even proteftant focks 
are bought up among you, out of veneration to the 
name. A difTenter in poetry from fenfe and Engiifli 
will make as good a proteftant rhymer, as a diflfentcr 
from the church of England a proteftant parfon. Be- 
(ides, if you encourage a young beginner, who knows 
but he may elevate his ftyle a little above the vulgar 
epithets of prophane, and fawcy Jack, and atheiftic 
fciibler, with which he treats me, when the fit of en- 
thufiafm is ftrong upon him : by which well-mannered 
and charitable expreflions I was certain of his feft be- 
fore 1 knew his name. What would you have more of 
a man ? He has damned me in your caufe from Genefis 
to the Revelations : and has half the texts of both the 
Teftaments againft me, if you will be fo civil to your- 
felves as to take him for your interpreter j and not to 
take them for Irifti witnefits. After all, perhaps, you 
will tell me, th:it you retained him only for the open- 
ing of your caufe, and that your main lawyer is yet be- 
hind. Now if it fo happen he meet with no more reply 
than his predeceflbrs, you may either conclude that I 
truft to the goodnefs of my caufe, or fear my adverfary, 
or difdain him, or what you pleafe j for the ftiort of it 
is, it is indifferent to your humble fervant, whatever 
your party fays or thinks of him. 
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THE MEDAL. 

/^F all our antic fights and pageantry, 
^^ Which Englifh ideots run in crowds to fee, 
The Polifh Medal bears the prize alone s 
A monfter, more the favourite of the town 
Than either fairs or theatres have Ihown. 
Never did art fo well with nature ftrive j 
Nor ever idol feem'd fo much alive : 
So like the man 5 fo golden to the fight. 
So bafe within, fo counterfeit and light. 
One fide is fill'd with title and with face 5 
And, left the king Aiould want a regal place, 
On the reverfe, a tower the town furveys ; 
0>r which our mounting fun his beams difplays. 
The word, pronouncM aloud by (hrieval voice, 
Laiamury which, in Poliih, is rejoice. 
The dsly, month, year, to the great aft are join'd : 
And a new canting holiday defignM. 
Five days he fat, for every caft and look ; 
Four more than God to finifh Adam took. 
But who can tell what efTence angels are. 
Or how long heaven was making Lucifer ? 
Oh, could the ftile that copy'd every grace. 
And ploughed fuch furrows for an eunuch face. 
Could it have form'd his ever-changing will. 
The various piece had tir'd the graver's ikill ! 
A martial hero firft, with early care. 
Blown, like a pigmy by the winds, to war. 
Vol. I. P 
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A beardlefs chief, a rebel, ere a man : 

So young his hatred to his prince began. 

Next this, how wildly will ambition fteer ! 

A vermin wriggling in- th' ufurper^s ear. 

Stfrtering his venal wit for Aims of gold. 

He cafl himfelf into the faint-like mould j 

GroanM, iigh'd, and pray'd, while godlinefs waa gaiir# 

The lowdeft bagpipe of the fqueaking train* 

But, as *tis hard to cheat a juggler^s eyes. 

His open lewdnefs he could ne'er difguife.- 

There fplit the faint ; for hypocritic zeal 

Allows no fins but tliofe it can conceal. 

Whoring to fcandal gives too large a fcope : 

Saints muft not trade ; btit they may interlope* - 

Th' ungodly principle was all the fame j 

But a grofs cheat betrays his partner's game. 

Befides, their pace was formal, grave, and flack ^ 

His nimble wit outran the heavy pack. 

Yet ftill he found his fortune at a ftay ; 

Whole droves of blockheads cboaking up his way ; 

They took, but not rewarded, his advice j 

Villain and wit exaft a double price. 

Power was his aim : but, thrown from that pretence. 

The wretch tum'd loyal in his own defence 5 

And malice reconcil'd him to his prince. 

Him, in the anguiih of his foul he ferv'd 5 

Rewarded faftcr ftill than he deferv'd. 

Behold him now exalted into truft j 

His counfel 's oft convenient, feldom juft« 

5 Ev'n 
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Ev'n in the moft fincere advice he gave 

He had a grudging (^ill to be a knave. 

The frauds he learnM in his fanatic years 

Made hifti uneafy in his lawful gears. 

At be(( as little honeft as he could. 

And like white witches mifchievx)ufly good. 

To his firft bias longingly he leans ; 

And rather would be great by wicked means. 

Thus fratnM for ill, he loosM our triple hold ; 

Advice unfafe, precipito^M, and bold. 

From hence thofe tears ! that Ilium of our woe ! 

Who helps a powerful friend, fore-arms a foe. 

What wonder if the waves prevail fo far 

When he cut down the banks that made the bar ? 

Seas follow but their nature to invade ; 

But he by art our native fti>en^th betray M. 

So Samfon to his foe his force confet^ ; 

And to be (horn, lay flumberfng on her breaft. 

But when this fatal counfel, found too late, 

ExposM its author to the public hate ; 

When his juft fovercign, by no impious way 

Could be feduc'd to arbitrary (way ; 

Forfaken of that hope he ihifts his fail, 

Drives down the current with a popular gale j 

And fliews the fiend confefs'd without a veil. 

He preaches to the crowd, that power is lent. 

But not convey'd to kingly government ; 

That claims fucceflive bear no binding force, 

That coronation oaths are things of courfe ; 

Pa Mam. 



I 



} 



xi2 0R YD EN'S POEMS* 

Maintains the multitude can never err j 

And fets the people in the papal chair. 

The reafon 's obvious ; mtereft never lies i 

The moft have ftill their intereft in their eyes ; 

The power is always theirs, and power is ever wife. 

Almighty crowds thou ihorteneft all difputc^ 

Power is thy eflcnce ; wit thy attribute I 

Nor faith nor reafon make thee at a ftay. 

Thou leap'ft o'er all eternal truths in thy Pindaric way ! 

Athens no doubt did righteouHy decide, 

When Phocion and when Socrates were try'd s 

As righteoufly they did thofe dooms repent $ 

Still they were wife whatever way they went. 

Crowds err not, though to both extremes they run $ 

To kill the father, and recal the fon. 

Some think the fools were moft as times went then. 

But now the world 's o'erftockM with prudent men* 

The common cry is ev'n religion's teft. 

The Turk's is at Conftantinople beft j 

Idols in India j popery at Rome j 

And our own wor(hip only true at home. 

And true, but for the time 'tis hard to know 

JIow long we pleafe it fliall continue fo. 

This fide to-day, and that to-morrow burns j 

So all are God-a'mighties in their turns. 

A tempting doftrine, plaufible, and new j 

What fools our fatliers w,ere, if this be true I 

Who, to deftroy the feeds of civil war. 

Inherent right in monarchs did declare ; 

5 And 
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And that a lawful power might never ceafe, 

SecurM fucccflion to fecure our peace. 

Thus property and fovereign fway at laft 

In equal balances were juftly caft : 

But this new Jehu fpurs the hot-mouth'd horfe 5 

Inftrufts the beaft to know his native force 5 

To take the bit between his teeth, and fly 

To the next headlong fteep of anarchy. 

Too happy England, if our good we knew. 

Would we pofTefs the freedom we purfue I 

The lavifh government can give no more ; 

Yet we repine, and plenty makes us poor. 

God try'd us once ; our rebel-fathers fought. 

He glutted them with all the power they fought : 

Till, mafter'd by their own ufurping brave. 

The free-bom fubjc6l funk into a flave. 

We loath our manna, and we long for quails j » 

Ah, what is man when his own wifh prevails ! 

How rafh, how fwift to plunge himfelf in ill ! 

Proud of his power, and boundlefs in his will ? 

That kings can do no wrong, we muft believe 5 

None can they do, and muft they all receive ? 

Help, heaven I or fadly we fliall fee an hour. 

When neither wrong nor right are in their power ! 

Already they have loft their beft defence, 

The benefit of laws which they difpenfe. 

No juftice to their righteous caufe allowed 5 

But baffled by an arbitrary crowd. 

And medals grav'd their conqueft to record. 

The ftanip and coin of their adopted lord. 
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The man who laugh'd but once> to fee an afs 
Mumbling to make the crofs-grainM thi(Ue» pafs | 
Might laugh again to fee a jury chew 
The prickles of unpalatable law. 
The witneifes,. that leech-like liv'd on bloody 
Sucking for them was medicinally good j 
But, when they failenM on their fefterM fore. 
Then juftice and religion they forfwoi'e j 
Their maiden oaths dcbauch'd into a whore. 
Thus men are raised by fa£lions, and decry 'd j 
And rogue and faint di(lingui(h'd by their fide. 
They rack ev'n fcripture to confefs their caufe. 
And plead a call to preach in fpite of laws. 
But that *s no news to the poor injured page. 
It has been usM as ill in every age ; 
And is conftrainM with patience all to take, 
For what defence can Greek and Hebrew make ? 
Happy who can this talking-trumpet feize ; 
They make it fpeak whatever fenfe they pleafe ! 
'Twas framM at firft our oracle t' enquire ; ^ 

But fmce our fe^ls in prophecy grow higher, v 

The text infpires not them, but they the text infpire. j 

London, thou great emporium of our ifle, 

thou too bounteous, thou too fruitful Nile ! 
How rtiall I praife or curfe to thy defert? 

Or fcpai-ate thy found from thy corrupted part ? 

1 caird thee Nile j the parallel will ftantl : 
Thy tides of wealth overflew the fattened land j 
Yet monlkrs from thy large increafe we find, 
Engendered on the dime thou Icav'll behind. 

Sc. 
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Sedition' has not wholly feizM on tlice, 

Xhy nobler parts are flora infe6lion free. 

Of Ifrael's tribe thou haft a numerous band. 

But flill the Canaanite is in the land. 

Thy military chiefs are brave and true 5 

Nor are thy difinchanted burghers few. 

The head is loyal which thy heart commands, 

But what'*8 a head with two fuch gouty hands f 

The wife and wealthy love the fureft way-. 

And are content to thrive and to obey. 

But wifdom is to (loth too great a (lave 4 

None are fo bufy as the fool and knave. 

Thofc let me curfe j what vengeance wrill they urge, 

Whofe ordares neither plague nor fire can purge ? 

Nor (harp experience can to duty bring, 

Nor angry heaven, nor a forgiving king ! 

In gofpel-phrafe their chapmen they betray ; 

Their (hops are dens, the bujrer is their prey.. , 

The knack of trades is living on the fpoil 5 

They boaft ev'n When each other they beguile. 

Cudoms to fteal is fuch a trivial thing, 

That 'tis their charter to defraud their king. 

All hands unite of every jarring fe6l ; 

They cheat the country iii-ft, and then infe6l. 

They for God's caufe their monarchs dare dethrone. 

And they '11 be fure to make his caufe their own* 

Whether the plotting jcfuit lay'd the plan 

Of murdering kings, or the French puritan, 

Our facrilegious fe<Sls their guides outgo, 

And kings and kingly power would murder too. 

P 4 What 
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What means their traiteroiis combination Icfs, 
Too plain t' evade, too fhamcful to confefs. 
But treafon is not own'd when 'tis defcry'd ; 
Succefsful crimes alone are juftifyM. 
The men who no confpiracy would find 
Who doubts ? but had it taken, they had join'd, 
Join'd in a mutual covenant of defence ; 
At firft without, at laft againft, their prince. 
If fovereign right by fovereign power they fcan, 
The fame bold maxim holds in God and man ; 
God were not fafe, his thunder could they fliun ; 
He (hould be forc'd to crown another fon. 
Thus, when the heir was from the vineyard thrown, 
The rich poffeflion was the murderer's own. 
In vain to fophiftry they have recourfc : 
By proving their's no plot, they prove 'tis worfc j 
Unmaflc'd rebellion, and audacious force : 
Which though not aftiial, yet all eyes may fee 
'Tis working in th' immediate power to be j 
For from pretended grievances they rife, 
Firft to diflike, and after to defpife. 
Then cyclop-like in human flefh to deal. 
Chop up a minifter at every meal j 
Perhaps not wholly to melt down the kingj 
But clip his regal rights within the ring. 
Fiom thence t* afTinne the power of peace and war 5 
And eale him by degrees of public care. 
Yet, to confult his dignity and fame, 
He (hould have leave to exercife the name ; 
And hdld the cards while commgns play'd the game. 
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JFor what can power give more than food and drink, 

To live at eafe, and not be bound to think ? 

Thefe are the cooler methods of their crime, 

But their hot zealots think 'tis lofs of time 5 

On utmoft bounds of loyalty they ftand. 

And grin and whet like a Croatian band ; 

That waits impatient for the lad command. 

Thus outlaws open villainy maintain. 

They fteal not, but in fquadrons fcour the plain : 

And if their power the pafTengers fubdue. 

The moft have right, the wrong is in the few. 

Such impious axioms foolifhly they (how. 

For in fome foils republics will not grow : 

Our temperate ifle will no extremes fuftain. 

Of popular fway or arbitrary reign : 

But Aides between them both into the bell, 

Secure in freedom, in a monarch bleft. 

And though the climate vexM with various winds. 

Works through our yielding bodies on our minds. 

The wholefome temped purges what it breeds, 

To recommend the calmnefs that fucceeds. 

But thou, the pander of the people's hearts, 
O crooked foul, and ferpentine in arts, 
Whofe blandifhments a loyal land have whorM, 
And broke the bonds fhc pliglitcd to her lord j 
What airfes on thy blafted name will fall ! 
Which age to age their legacy Ihall call j 
For all muft curfe the woes that muft defcend on all. 
Religion ihou haft none : thy Mercury 
Has pafs\l through every fe<^, or tlieirs through thee. 

But 
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But what thou giv'ft, that venom ftill remains 5 

And the jx)x'd nation feels thee in their bjains. , 

What elfc infpiies the tongues and fwells the breads 

Of all thy bellowing renegado priells. 

That preach up thee for God ; difpenfe thy laws j 

And with thQ ftum ferment their fainting caufe ? 

Freih fumes of raadnefs raife ; and toil and fweat 

To make the formidable cripple great. 

Yet (hould thy crimes fucceed, fhould lawlefs power 

Compafs thofc ends thy greedy hopes devour. 

Thy canting friends thy mortal foes would be. 

Thy God and theirs will never long agree j 

For thine, if thou haft any, muft be one 

That lets the world and human -kind alone : 

A jolly god, that pafies hours too well 

To promife heaven, or threaten us with hell. 

That unconcem'd can at rebellion fit. 

And wink at crimes he did himfelf commit. 

A tyrant theirs j the heaven their priefthood paints 

A conventicle of gloomy fullen faints ; 

A heaven like Bedlam, flovenly and fad ; 

Fore-doom'd for fouls, with falfe religion, niad. 

Without a vifion poets can forefliow 
What all but fools by common fenfe may know ; 
If true fuccedion from our ifle (hould fail. 
And crowds profane with impious arms prevail, 
Not thou, nor thofc thy fa6lious arts engage, 
Sliall reap that harvcft of rebellious rage, 
With which thou flattered tliy decrepit age. 
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The fwelling pollbn of the leveral fctls, 

Which, wanting vent, the nation's health infers. 

Shall burft its bag ; and fighting out their way 

The various venoms on each other prey. 

The prelbyter pufF'd up with fpiritual pride. 

Shall on the necks of the lewd nobles ride : 

His brethren danon, the civil power defy i 

And parcel out republic prelacy. 

But (hort (hall be his reign : his rigid yoke 

And tyrant power will puny fe6ls provoke 5 

And frogs and toads, and all the tadpole train. 

Will croak to heaven for help, from this devouring crane. 

The cut-throat fword and clamorous gown ihall jar. 

In fharing their ill-gotten fpoils of war : 

Chiefs (hall be grudgM the part which they pretend 5 ^ 

Lords envy lords, and friends with every friend f" 

About their impious merit (hall contend, -^ 

The furly commons (liall refpeft deny. 

And juftle peerage out with property. 

Their general either (hall his truft betray. 

And force the c;-owd to arbitrary fway 5 

Or they, fufpefting his ambitious aim. 

In hate of kings (hall cad anew the frame ; 

And thruft out Collatine that bore their name. 

Thus inborn broils the faflions would ergage, f 
Or wars of exilM heirs, or foreign rage, ^ 

Till halting vengeance overtook our age : * "^ 

And our wild labours wearied into reft, 
Rcclin'd us on a rightful uionarch's breaft. 

" - Pudet hasc opprobria, vobis 

" Et dici potuilTe, & non potui(rc rcfelli." 

TAR. 
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TAR Q^U IN AND TULLIA. 

IN times when princes cancelM nature's law. 
And declarations which themfelves did draw j 
When children usM their parents to dethrone. 
And gnaw their way, like vipers, to the crown ; 
Tarquin, a favage, proud, ambitious prince. 
Prompt to expel, yet thoughtlefs of defence. 
The envied fcepter did from Tullius fnatch, 
The Roman king, and father by the match. 
To form his party, hiftorics report, 
A fan£luary was open'd in his court, 
Where glad offenders fafely might refort. 
Great wis the crowd, and wondrous the fuccefs. 
For thofe were fniitful times of wickednefs ; 
And all, that livM obnoxious to the laws, 
Flock'd to prince Tarquin, and embracM his caufe. 
'Mongft thefe a pagan prieft for refuge fled j 
A prophet deep in godly faftion read 5 
A fycophant, that knew the modifti way 
To cant and plot, to flatter and betray. 
To whine and fln, to fcribble and recant, 
A (hamelefs author, and a hiftful faint. 
To ferve all times he could diftinftions coin, 
And with great eafe fiat contradictions join : 
A traitor now, once loyal in extreme. 
And then obedience was his only theme : 
He fung in temples the moft pafllve lays, 
And wearied monarchs with repeated praife j 

But 
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But manag'd aukwardly that lawful part 5 
To vent foul lies and treafon was his ait, 



And pointed libels at crownM heads to dart. ^ 

This prieft, and others learned to defame, 

Firft murder injured Tullius in his name ; 

With blackeil calumnies their fovereign load, 

A poifonM brother, and dark league abroad 5 

A fon unjuftly topM upon the throne, 

Which yet was prov'd undoubtedly his own ; 

Though, as the law was there, 'twas his behoof. 

Who difpofTefsM the heir, to bring the proof. 

This hellifh charge they back'd with dil'mal frights, 

The lofs of property and lacred rights, 

And freedom, words which all falfe patriots ufe. 

As furcft names the Romans to abufe. 

Jealous of kings, and always malecontent, 

Foi-ward in change, yet certain tp rejx:nt. 

Whilft thus the plotters needful fears create, 

Tarquin with open force invades the ftate. 

Lewd nobles join him with their feeble might. 

And atheift fools for dear religion fight. 

The priells their boafted principles difown. 

And level their harangues againll the throne. 

Vain promifes the people's minds allure. 

Slight were then* ills, but defperate the cure. 

'Tis hard for kings to ileer an equal courfe. 

And they who banifh one, oft gain a worfe. 

Thofe heavenly bodies we admiic above, 

Do tveiy day irregularly move j 

Yft 
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Yet Tullius, tis decreed, muft lofe the crown. 

For faults, that were his council's, not his own. 

He now in vain commands ev'n thofe he pay'd. 

By darling troops deferted and betray 'd. 

By creatures which his generous warmth had made, 

Of thefe a captain of the guards was worft, 

Whofe memory to this day ftands accurft. 

This rogue, advancM to military truft 

By his own whoredom, and his fifter's luft, 

Forfook his mailer, after dreadful vows. 

And plotted to betray him to his foes j 

The kindeft mafter to the vileft flave. 

As free to give, as he was fure to crave. 

His haughty female, who, as books declare. 

Did always tofs wide noftrils in the air. 

Was to the younger Tullia governefs. 

And did attend her, when, in borrowed drefs, 

She fled by night from Tullius in diftrefs. 

This wretch, by letters, did invite his foes. 

And usM all arts her father to depofe 5 

A father, always generoufly bent. 

So kind, that ev'n her wifties he'd prevent. 

'Twas now high time for Tullius to retreat. 

When ev'n his daughter haften'd his defeat; 

When faith and duty vanifli'd, and no more 

The name of father and of king he bore : 

A king, whofe right his foes could ne'er difpute ; 

So mild, that mercy was his attribute; 

Affable, kind, and eafy of accefs ; 

Swift to relieve, unwilling to opprefs ; 

Rich 
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Rich without taxes, yet in payirent juft ; 

So honed, that he hardly could diftruft ; 

His aftive foul from labours ne'er did ceafe. 

Valiant in war, and vigilant in peace ; 

Studious with traffick to enrich the land 5 

Strong to proteft, and ikilful to command j 

Liberal and fplendid, yet without excefs 5 

Prone to reHevc, unwilling to diftrefs 5 

In fum, how godlike muft his nature be, 

Whofe only fault was too much piety ! 

This king remov'd, th' afTembled dates thought fir 

That Tarquin in the vacant throne fhould fit ; 

Voted him regent in their fenate-houfe. 

And with an empty name endow'd his fpoufe. 

The elder Tullia, who, fome authors feign, 

Drove o'er her father's corpfe a rumbling wain : 

J^ut fhe more ^ilty numerous wains did drive; 

To crufh her father and her king alive ; 

And in remembrance of his haften'd fall, 

Refolv'd to inftititte a weekly ball. 

The jolly glutton grew in bulk and chin, 

Feafted on rapine, and cnjoy'd her fin ; 

With luxury (he did >Areak reafon force, 

Debauch'd good-nature^ and cram'd down remorfcj 

Yet when (he di-ank cold tea in liberal fups. 

The fobbin^: dame was maudling in her cups. 

But brutal Tarquin Acver did relent, 

Too hard to melt, too wicked to repent j 

Cruel in deedsj more mercilefs in will, 

Aild blell with natural delight in ill. 

From 
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From a wife guardian he rcceivM his doom 

To walk the Change, and not to govern Rome* 

He fwore his native honours to difown. 

And did by perjury afcend the throne. 

Oh ! had that oath his fwcliing pride reprcft, 

Rome had been then with peace and plenty bleft. 

But Tarquin, guided by defti*u£live fate, 

The country wafted, and embroiled the ftate, 

Tranfported to tlieir foes the Roman pelf. 

And by their ruin hop'd to fave himfelf. 

Innumerable woes opprefsM the Ismd, i 

When it fubmitted to his curs'd command. 

So juft was heaven, that 'twas hard tp tell. 

Whether its guilt or lofTes did excell. 

Men that renouncM their God for dearer trade. 

Were then the guardians of religion made. 

Rebels were fainted, foreigners did reign, ^ 

Outlaws relurn'd, preferment to obtain, f 

With frogs, and toads, and all their croaking train. 3 

No native knew their features nor their birfh. 

They fecmM the greafy offspring of the earth. 

The trade was funk, the fleet and army fpent j 

Devouring taxes fwallow'd ieffer rent; 

Taxes impos'd by no authority ; 

Each lewd collection was a robbery. 

Bold felf-creating men did ftatutes draw, 

Skiird to eftablifh villainy by law j 

Fanatic drivers, whofe unjuft careers 

ProducM new ills exceeding former fears. 
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Yet authors here except a faithful band. 
Which the prevailing faftion did withftand 5 
And fome, who bravely ftood in the defence 
Of baffled juftice and their exiPd prince. 
Thefe (hine to after-times, each facred name 
Stands ftill recorded in the rolls of fame. 

SUUM CUIQ^UE. 

WT HEN lawlefs men their neighbours difpoffefs, 
^ ^ The tenants they extirpate or opprefs j 
And make rude havock in the fruitful foil. 
Which the riglu owners ploughed with careful toil. 
The fame proportion does in kingdoms hold, 
A new prince breaks the fences of the old ! 
And will o'er carcafes and deferts reign, 
Unlefs the land its rightful lord regain. 
He gripes the faithlefs owners of the place. 
And "buys a foreign army to deface 
The fearM and hated remnant of their race. 
He ftarves tlieir forces, and obftru6ls their trade .5 
Vaft fums are given, and yet no native paid. 
The church itfelf he labours to aflaii. 
And keeps fit tools to break the facred pale. 
Of thofe let him the guilty roll commence. 
Who has betray'd a mafler and a prince j 
A man, feditious, lewd, and impudent j 
An engine always mifchievoufly bent ; 
One who from all the bands of duty fwerves $ 
No tye can hold but that which he deferves 5 

Vol. I. Q^ An 
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An author dwindled to a pamphleteer; 

Skilful to forge, and alway* mfincere 2 

Carelefs exploded pra^Hces to mend $ 

Bold to attack, yet feeble to defend. 

Fate's blindfold reign the atheift loudly owns. 

And Providence blafphemoufly dethrones. 

In vain the leering a6lor drains his tongue 

To cheat, with tears and empty noife, the throngs 

Since all men know, whatever he fays or writes. 

Revenge or ftronger intereft indite». 

And that the wretch employs his venal wit 

How to confute what formerly he writ. 

Next him the grave Socinian claims a place*. 
Endow'd with reafon, though bereft of grace ^ 
A preaching pagan of furpafUng fame : 
No regifler records his borrowM name. 
Oh, had the child more happily been bred, 
A radiant mitre would have gracM his head : 
But now unfit, the moft he (hould expe£l. 
Is to be cnterM of T F 's feft. 

To him fucceeds, with looks demurely fad, 
A gloomy foul, with revelation mad 5 
Falfe to his friend, and carelefs of his word j 
A dreaming prophet, and a griping lord ; 
He fells the livings which he can't poifefs. 
And farms that fine-cure his diocefe. 
Unthinking man ! to quit thy barren fee. 
And vain endeavours in chronology. 
For the more fruitlefs care of royal charity. 

Thy 
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Tby hoary noddle warns tbee to return, 
The treafon of old age in Wales to mpum | 
Npr think the city-poor will Ipfs fuftajn, 
Thy place may well be vacant i« thjs rf igf\« 

I (hould admit the booted prelate now 
But he is Qven for lampoon too low t 
The fcum and outcaft pf a royal race i 
The nation's grievance, and the gown's difg^iwcc 
None fo unleani'd did ere at London fit ; 
This driveler does the facred chair beih«-i«t, 
I need not brand the fpifittta) parricide. 
Nor draw the weapon dangling by his fide i 
Th' aftonifiiM world remembers that offence, 
And knows he dole the daughter of his prince. 
•Tis time enough, in fome fucceeding age, 
To bring this mitred captain on the ftagc, 

Thefc are the leaders in apoftacy, 
The wild reformers of the liturgy. 
And the blind guides of poor ele6live majefty j 
A thing which commonwealth's-men did devife. 
Till plots were ripe, to catch the people's eyes. 

Their king 's a monfter, in a quagmire born. 
Of all the native bnites the grief and fcorn } 
With a big fnout, caft in a crooked mould, 
Which runs with glanders and an inborn cold. 
His fubftance is of clammy fnot and phlegm i 
Sleep is his efTence, and his life a dream. 
To Caprese this Tiberius doe's retire. 
To quench with catamite his feeble fire. 

Qj» Dear 
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Dear catamite ! who rules alone the date, 
While monarch dozes on his unpropt height. 
Silent, yet thoughtlefs, and fecure of fate. 
Could you but fee the fulfome hero led 
By loathing vaifals to his noble bed ! 
In flannen robes the coughing ghoft docff walk. 
And his mouth moates like cleaner breech of hawk. 
Corruption) fpringing from his cankerM breaft, * 
Furs up the channel, and difturbs his reft. 
With head propt up the bolfter'd engine lies ; 
If pillow (lip afide, the monarch dies. 
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R E L I G I O L A I C I: 

Or; a LAYMAN'S FAITH. 

AN EPISTLE. 



The preface. 

A Poem with fo boW a title, and a name prefixed 
'^^ from which the handling of fo ferious a fubjeft 
would not be expe£lcd, may reafonably oblige the au- 
thor to fay fomewhat in defence, both of himfelf and- 
of his undertaking. In the firft place, if it be objefted 
to me, that, being a layman, I ought not to have con- 
certed myfelf with fpeculations, which belong to the 
profeffion of divinity ; I could anfwer, that -perhaps 
laymen, with equal advantages of parts and knowledge, 
are not the moft incompetent judges of facred things j 
but, in the due fenfe of my own weaknefs and want of 
learning, I plead not this : I pretend not to make myfelf 
a judge of faith in others, but only to make a confef- 
fion of my own. I lay no unhallowed hand upon the 
ark, but wait on it with the reverence that becomes me 
at a diftance. In the next place I will ingenuoufly 
confefs, that the helps I have ufed in this fmall treatiie, 
were many of them taken from the works of our own 
reverend divines of the church of England ; fo that the 
weapons with which I combat irreligion, are already 
confecrated j though I fuppofe they may be taken down 
Qw3 as 
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as lawftillyasthe fword of Goliah was by David, when 
they are to Be employed for the eoimnon caufe again(( the 
enemies of piety. I intend not by this to intitle them to 
any of my en-ors, which yet t hope are only tho/e of cha- 
rity to mankind j and Aich as my own charity has cauf- 
ed me to cofnmit> that of others may more eafily ex- 
cufe. Being naturally inclined to fcepticifm in philo*- 
fophy, I have no reafon to impofe my opinions in a 
fubje6l which is above it ; but> whatever they are> I 
Aibmit them with all reverence to my mother church, 
accounting them no further mine, than as they are au* 
thorifed, or at ieaft uncondemned, by her. And, in- 
deed, to fecure myfelf on this fide, I have ufed the ne- 
ceflary precaution of ihewing this paper before it was 
publiihed to a judicious and learned friend, a man in- 
defatigabiy tealous in the fervice of the church and 
ftate ; and whofe writings have highly deferved of both. 
He was pleafed to approve the body of the difcourfe, 
and I hope he is moi*e my friend than to do it out of 
complaifance : it is true he had too good a tafte to like 
it all ; and amongft fome other faults recommended to 
my fecond view, what I have written perhaps too bold- 
ly on St. Athanafius, which he advifed me wholly to 
omit. I am fenfible enough that I had done more pru- 
dently to have followed his opinion : but then I could 
not have fatisfied myfelf that I had done honcftly not 
to have written what was my own. It has always been 
my thought, that heathens who never did, nor without 
miracle could, hear of the name of Chrift, were yet in 
a pofllbility of falvation. Neither will it enter eaHIy 
5 into 
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into my belief, that before the coming of our Saviour 
the whole world, excepting only the Jewi(h nation, fliould 
lie under the inevitable neceility of everlafting punifh- 
ment, for want of that revelation, which was confined 
to (b fmall a fpot of ground as that of Paleftine. Among 
the (onB of Noah we read of one only who was accur- 
led i and if a blefling in the ripenefs of time was re- 
ferved for Japhet (of whofe progeny we are), it feemt 
unaccountable to me, why fo many generations of the 
fame offspring, as preceded our Saviour in the flefli, 
&ould be all involved in one common condemnation, 
and yet that their pofterity fhouid be entitled to the 
hopes of falvation : as if a bill of excluHon had paffed 
only on the fathers, which debarred not the fons from 
their fucceflion. Or that fo many ages had been deli- 
vered over to hell, and fo many referved for heaven, 
and that the devil had the firft choice, and God the 
next. Truly I am apt to think, that the revealed reli- 
gion which was taught by Noah to all his fons, might 
continue for fome ages in the whole pofterity. That 
afterwards it was included wholly in the family of Sem, 
is manifeft ; but when the progenies of Cham and Ja- 
phet fwarmed into colonies, and thofe colonies were 
fubdivided into many others : in procefs of time their 
defcendants lofl by little and little the primitive and 
purer rites of divine worfhip, retaining only the notion 
of one deity j to which fucceedlng generations added 
others : for men took their degrees in thofe ages from 
conquerors to gods. Revelation being thus eclipfed to 
almoft all mankind, the light of nature as the next in 
Qjf dig- 
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dignity was fubftitiited ; and that is itwhich St. Paul con- 
cludes to be the rule of the heathens, and by which they 
are hereafter to be judged. If my fuppofition' be true, 
then the confequence which I have afTumed in my poem 
may be alfo true 5 namdy, that Deifm, or the princi- 
ples of natural worfhip, are only the faint remnants or 
dying flames of revealed religion in the pofterity of 
Noah : and that our modem philofophers, nay and 
fome of our philofophifing divines, have too much exalt- 
ed the faculties of our fouls, when they have maintain- 
ed that, by their force, mankind has been able to find 
cut that there is one fupreme agent cr intelleftual being, 
which we call God : that praife and prayer are his due 
worfliip ; and the reft of tliofe deducements, which I 
am confident are the remote effefls of revelation, and 
unattainable by our difcourfe, I mean as fimply confi- 
dered, and without the benefit of divine illumination. 
So that we have not lifted up ourfelves to God, by the 
weak pinions of our reafon, but he has been pleafed to 
defccnd to us j and what Socrates faid of him, what 
Plato writ, and the reft of the heathen philofophers of 
feveral nations, is all no more than the twilight of re- 
velation, after the fun of it was fet in the race of Noah. 
That there is lomething above us, fome principle of 
motion, our r^afvm can apprehend, thov.gh it cannot 
dilcover what it is by its own virtue. And indeed it is 
very improbable, that v.-e, who l>y the ftrength of cur 
faculties cannot enter into tlie knowledge of any Be- 
ing, not fo much as oF our own, fhould be able to find 
oui by them, that fuprcine nature, which we cannot 

other-. 
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otherwife define than by faying it is infinite ; as if in- 
finite were definable, or infinity a fubjeft for our nar- 
row underflanding. They who would prove religion 
by reafon, do but weaken the caufe which they endea- 
vour to fupport : it is to take away the pillais from our 
&ith, and to prop it only with a twig j it is to defign a 
tower like that of Babel, which if it were poflTible, as 
it is not, to reach heaven, would come to nothing by 
the confufion of the workmen. For every man is build- 
ing a feveral way 5 impotently conceited of his own 
model and his own materials : reafon is alway* ftriv- 
ing, and always at a lols ; and of necelTity it mud fo 
come to pafs, while it is cxerciled about that which is 
not its proper objeft. Let us be content atlaft to know 
God by his own methods j at ieaft, fo much of him 
as he is pleafed to reveal to us in the facred fcriptures : 
to apprehend them to be the word of God, is all our 
reafon has to do; for all beyond it is the work of faith, 
which is the feal of heaven imprefled upon our human 
underhand ing. 

And now for what concerns the holy bifliop Athana- 
fius, the preface of whole creed Teems inconfiftent with 
my opinion ; which is, that litnthcns may poifibly be 
favcd : in the firlt place I delire it m..y be confidered 
that it is the preface only, not the creed it.eif, which, 
till I am better informed, is of too hard a digcftion foi 
my charity. It is not that I cm ignorant how many fe- 
veral texts of fcripture feemingly fupport that caufe ; 
hut neither am I ignorant how all tlioic texts may re- 
ceive a kinder and more mollified interpretation. 

Every 
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Every man who is read in church hiftory, knows that 
belief was drawn up after a long conteftation with 
Ariiis, concerning the divinity of our bleffed Saviour, 
and his being one fubftance with the father ; and that 
thus compiled it was fent abroad aniong the chriftiali 
churches, as a kind of teft, which whofoever took wai 
looked on as an orthodox believer. It is manifeft 
from hence, th^t the heathen part of the empire was 
not Concerned in it ; for if s buiinefs wfts not to 
diftinguiili betwixt Pagans and Chriftians, but be* 
twixt Heretics and true Believers. This, well con* 
fidered, takes off the heavy weight of cenfure^ which 
I would willingly avoid from fo venerable a mani 
for if this propofition, * whofoever will be faved/ 
be reftraineil only to thofe to whom it was intend- 
ed, and for whom it was compofed, I mean the 
Qhriftians ; then the anathema reaches not the Hea- 
thens, who had never heard of Chi ift, and were no* 
thing interefted in that difpute. After all, I am far 
from blaming even that prefatory addition to the creed, 
and as far from caviling at the continuation of it in the 
liturgy of the church, where on the days appointed it is 
publicly read : for I fuppofe there is the fame rcafon 
for it now, in oppofition to the Socinians, as there was 
then againft the Arians ; the one being a Herefy, which 
feems to have been refined out of the other ; and with 
how much more plaufibility of reafon it combats Our 
religion, with fo much more caution it ought to be 
avoided : therefore the prudence of our church is to be 
commended, which has interpofed her authority for the 

recom- 
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rtcoiTimendation of this creed. Yet to fuch as zrt 
grounded in the true belief, thofe explanatory creeds, 
the Nicene and this of Athanafius, might perhaps be 
f)>ared ; for what is fupematural, will always be a my- 
ilery in fpight of expofition ; and for my own part, the 
plain apoftles creed is moft fuitable to my weak under- 
ftanding» as the' fimplell diet is the moft eafy of di- 
geftion. 

I have dwelt longer on this fubjc6l than I intended, 
and longer than perhaps I ought; for having laid 
down, as my foundation, that the fcripture is a rule $ 
that in all things heedful to falvaiion it is clear, fuffi- 
cient, and ordained by God Almighty for that pvrpofc, 
I have left myfelf no right to interpret obfcure places, 
(bch as concern the poflibility of eternal happinefs to 
heathens : becaufe whatfoever is obfcure is concluded 
not neceflaiy to be known. 

But, by aflerting the fcripture to be the canon of our 
faith, I have unavoidably created to myfelf two forts of 
enemies : the papifts indeed, more direflly, becaufe 
they have kept the fcripture from us what they could ; 
and have referved to themfelves a riirht of interpreting 
what they have delivered under the rMOtcnce of infalli- 
bility : and the fanatics more ccliateraliv, becaufe they 
have affumed what amounts to an infallibility, in the 
private fpirit : and Have detcrtcd thofe texts of fcrip- 
ture which ?rc not ncceflary to falvation, to the damn- 
able ufes of fcdition, difturbance and dcftni61ion of 
the civil government. To begin viith the papifts, and 
to fpeak freely, I think ihera the Icfs dangerous, at 

leaft 
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leaft in appearance, to our prefent ftate ; for not only 
the penal laws are in force againft them, and their number 
is contemptible i but alfo their peers and commons are 
excluded from parliament, and confequently thofe laws 
in no probability of being repealed. A general and 
uninterrupted j)lot of their clergy, ever fince the Refor- 
mation, I fuppofe all proteftants believe j for it is not 
reafonable to think but that fo many of their orders, as 
were outcii from their fat pofleffions, would endeavour 
a re-enlrancc againft thole whom they account heretics. 
As for the late defign, Mr. Coleman's letters, for 
aught I know, are the bed evidence ; and what they 
dilcover, without wire-drawing their fcnfe, or malici- 
ous glofljs, all men of reafon conclude credible. If 
there be any thing mere than this required of me, I 
muft believe it as well as I am able, in fpight of the 
witnefll'S, and out of a decent conformity to the votes 
of parliament ; for I fuppofe the fanatics will not al- 
low the private fpirit in this cafe. Here the infallibili- 
ty is at leaft in one part of the government} and our un- 
derftandings as well as our wills are reprcfented. But 
to return to the Roman caiholics, how can we be fecure 
from the praclice of jcluited papifts in that religion? 
For not two cr tlirce of that order, as fome of them 
would inipcfc i!pon us, but almoft the whole body of 
them are of cpir-.icn, tliat their ir.fallibk' maftcr h':s a 
right over kings, not only in fpiriluals but tempoials. 
Not lo name Mariana, Bella; iv.inc, Emanuel Sa, Moli- 
na, Santarc, Simancha, and at Icalt twenty others of fo- 
reign countries j we can pioduce of our own nation, 

Cam- 
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Campian, and Doleman or Parfons, befides many are 
named whom I have not read, who all of them atteft' 
this doftrine, that the pope can depofe and give away the 
light of any fovereign prince, "li vel paulnmde flexeret,'* 
if he (hall never fo little warp : but if he once comes 
to be excommunicated, then the bond of obedience is 
taken off from fubjefls ; and they may and ought to 
drive him like another Nebuchadnezzar, " ex hominum 
** Chriftianorum dominatu," from exercifing dominion 
over chriftians ; and to this they are bound by virtue of 
divine precept, and by all the ties of confcience, under 
no lefs penalty than damnation. If they anfwer me, as 
a learned pricft has lately written, that this doftrine of 
the jefuits is not ** de fide ;" and that confcquently 
they are not obliged by it, they muft pardon me, if I 
think they have faid nothing to the purpofe ; for it is a 
maxim in their church, where points of faith are not de- 
cided, and that doftors are of contrary opinions, they 
may follow which part they pleafe ; but more fafely the 
moft received and moft authorized. And their cham- 
pion Bellarmine has told the world, in his apology, 
that the king of England is a vaffal to the pope, " i-a- 
** tione dire^i Domini,'* and that he holds in villanage 
of his Roman landlord. Which is no new claim put 
in for England. Our chronicles are his authentic wit- 
nefles, that king John was depofed by the fame plea, 
and Philip Auguftus admitted tenant. And which makes 
the more for Bellarmine, the French king was again • 
ejected when our king fubmitted to the church, and 
the crown was received under the fordid condition of a 
vaifalage. It 
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It ii not Aifficient for the more moderato and ^tiU 
meaning papifts, of which I doubt not there are many» 
to produce the evidences of their loyalty to the late 
king, and to declare their innocency in this plot : I will 
grant their behaviour in the firft, to have been aa loyal 
and as brave as they defire ; and will be willing to hold 
th^ni excufed as to the fecoud, I mean when it comes 
tp my turn, and after my betters ; for it is a madnefs 
to be Tpber alone, while the nation continues drunk i 
but that faying of their father Cref. is ftill running ia 
my head, that they may bci difpenfed with in their obe- 
dience to an heretic prince, while tb? necei^ty of the 
times fhall oblige them to it : for that, as another of 
them tells us, is only the efFe6l of chriftian pnidence) 
but when once they fhall get power to fhake him off, 
a|i heretic is no lawful king, and confequently to Hfe 
againft him is no rebellion. I fhould be glad^ there- 
fore, that they would follow the advice which was cha- 
ritably given them by a reverend prelate of our church | 
namely, that they would join in a public a6l of dif- 
owning and detefting tliofe jefuitic principles $ and fub- 
fcribe to all do6lrines which deny the pope^s authority 
of depofmg kings, and releafing fubje^s from their 
oath of allegiance : to which I (hould think they might 
eafily be induced, if it be ti-ue that this prefent pope 
has condemned the doflrine of king-killing, a thefie of 
the jefuits maintained, amongft others, <* ex cathedra,** 
as they call it, or in open confiftory. 
' Leaving them therefore in fo fair a way, if 
they pleafe themfelves, of fatisfying all reafonable 
' men of their fincerity and good meaning to the go- 
vern- 
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temment, I (hall make bold to confider that other ex- 
treme in our religion, I mean the fanatics, or fchifma- 
tics, of the Englifh church. Since the Bible has been 
tranfl:ited into our tongue, they have ufed it fo, as if 
their buiinefs was not to be faved but to be damned by 
its contents. If we confider only them, better had it been 
for the Englifh nation, that it had ftill remained in the 
original Greek and Hebrew, or at leaft in the honeft 
Latin of St. Jerome, than that feveral texts in it ihould 
liavc been prevaricated to the deftruftion of that govern- 
ment, which put it into fo ungrateful hands. 

How many herefies the iirft tranflation of Tindal pro- 
duced in few years, let my lord Herbert's hiftory of 
Henry the Eighth inform you ; infomuch, that for the 
grofs errors in it, and the great mifchiefs it occaiioned, 
a fentence paffed on the firil edition of the Bible, too 
ihameful almoft to be repeated. After the fliort reign 
of Edward the Sixth, who had continued to carry on 
the Reformation on other principles than it was begun, 
every one knows that not only the chief promoters of 
that work, but many others, whofe confciences would 
not difpenfe with popery, were forced, for fear of per- 
fecution, to change climates : from whence returning 
at the beginning of Queen Elizabeth's reign, many of 
them who had been in France, and at Geneva, brought 
back the ri^d opinons and imperious difcipline of Cal- 
vin, to graft upon our reformation. Which, though 
they cunningly concealed at firft, as well knowing how 
naufeoufly that drug would go down in a lawful mo- 
narchy, wifich was prefcribed for a rebellious common* 

wealth. 
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wealth, yet they always kept it in referve ; and were 
never wanting to themfelves either in court or parlia- 
ment, when either they had any profpe6l of a numerous 
party of fanatic members of the one, or the encourage- 
ment of any favourite in the other, whofc covetoufnefs 
was gaping at the patrimony of tlie church. They who 
will confult the works of our venerable Hooker, or the 
account of his life, or more particularly the letter writ- 
ten to him on this fubje6l, by George Cranmer, may 
fee by what gradations they proceeded j from the diflike 
of cap and furplice, the very next ftep was admonitions 
to the parliament againft the whole government eccle- 
fiaflical : then came out volumes in Englifh and Latin 
in defence of their tenets : and immediately praflices 
were fet on foot to ere6l their difcipline without autho- 
rity. Thofe norfucceeding, fatire and railing was the 
next : and Martin Mar-prelate, the Marvel of thofe 
times, was the firft prefbyterian ilribler, who fan6lified 
libels and fcurriiity to the ufe of the good old caufe. 
Which was done, fays my author, upon this account ; 
that, their ferious treatifes having been fully anfwered 
and refuted, they might compafs by railing what they ^ 
had loft by reafoning j and, when their caufe was funk 
in court and parliament, they might at leaft hedge in a 
ftake amongft the rabble : for to their ignorance all 
things are wit which are abulive ; but if church and 
ftate were made the theme, then the doftoral degree of 
wit was to be taken at Billingfgate: even the moll 
faintlike of the party, though they durft not excufe this 
contempt and vilifying of the government, yet were 

pleafed 
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j)Uafed, and grinned at it with a pious fmile 5 and cal- 
led it a judgment of God againft the hierarchy. Thus 
feftaries, we may fee, were born with teeth, foul- 
mouthed and fcurrilous from their infancy : and if 
fpiritual pride, venom, violence, contempt of fuperiors, 
and (lander, had been the marks of orthodox belief ; 
the prelbytery and the reft of our fchifmatics, which are 
their fpawn, were always the moft vifible church in the 
chriftian world. 

It is true, the government was too ftrong at that 
time for a rebellion ; but to fhew what proficiency they 
had made in Calvin's fchool, even then their mouths 
vratered at it : for fwo of their gifted brotherhood, 
Hacket and Coppinger, as the ftory tells us, got up 
into a peafe-cart and harangued the people, to difpofe 
them to an infurreflion, and to eftabliih their difcipline 
by force : fo that however it comes about, that now 
they celebrate queen Elizabeth's birth-night, as that of 
their faint and patronefs ; yet then they were for doing 
the work of the Lord by anns againft her ; and in all 
probability they wanted but a fanatic lord mayor and 
two fheriffs of their party, to have compaiTed it. 

Our venerable Hooker, after many admonitions 
which he had given them, tdwards the end of his pre- 
face, breaks out into this prophetic fpeech. " There 
*« is in every one of thefc confiderations moft juft caufe 
** to fear, left our haftinefs to embrace a thing of fo pc- 
** rilous confequence, meaning the preftjyterian difci- 
** pline, fhould caufe pofterity to feel thofe evils, which 
** as yet are more eafy for us to prevent, than they 
«« would be for them to remedy/' 

Vol. !• R Hw 
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How fatally this CafTandra has foretold, we know too 
well by fad experience : the feeds were fown in the 
time of queen Elizabeth, the bloody harveft ripened in 
the reign of king Charles the Martyr t and becaufe all 
the iheaves could not be carried off without fliedding 
fome of the loofe grains, another crop is too like to 
follow ; nay, I fear it is unavoidable if the conventiclen 
be permitted ftill to fcatter. 

A man may be fuffered to quote an adverfary to our 
religion, when he fpeaks truth : and it is the obferva- 
tion of Maimbourg, in his Hiftory of Calvinifm, that 
wherever that difcipline was planted and embraced, re- 
bellion, civil war, and mifery, attended it. And how 
indeed (hould it happen otherwife ? Reformation of 
church and ftate has always been the ground of our di- 
vifions in England. While we were papifts, our holy 
father rid us, by pretending authority out of the fcrip- 
tures to depofe princes ; when we (hook off his autho- 
rityj the fe6laries fumiihed therofelves with the fame 
weapons ; and out of the fame magazine, the Bible : 
fo that the fcriptures, which are in themfelves the great- 
eft fecurity of governors, as commanding exprefs obe- 
dience to them, are ifow turned to their deftru6lton $ 
and never, (ince the Reformation, has there wanted a 
text of their interpreting to authorize a rebel. And it 
is to be noted by the way, that the doftrines of king- 
killing and depofmg, which have been taken up only 
by the word party of the papifts, the mod frondefs 
flatterers of the pope's authority, have been efpouied, 
defended, and are ftill maintained by the whoie body of 
5 ■*»»- 



PREFACE. 143 

nonconformifts and republicans. It; is but dubbing 
themfelves the people of God, which it is the intereft 
of their preachers to tell them they are, and their own 
intereft to believe; and after that, they cannot dip 
into the Bible, but one text or another will turn up 
for their purpofe : if they are under perfecution, at they 
call it, then that is a mark of their ele6^ion ; if they 
flourifh, then God works miracles for their deliverance, 
and the faints are to poffefs the earth. 

They may think themfelves to be too roughly handled 
in this paper ; but I, who know beft how far I could 
have gone on this fubje^, muft be bold to tell them 
they are fpared : though at the fame time I am not 
ignorant that they interpret the mildnefs of a writer to 
them, as they do the mercy of the government ; in the 
one they think it fear, and conclude it weaknefs in the 
other. The beft way for them to confute me is, as I 
before advifed the Papifts, to difclaim their principles 
and renounce their praftices. We fhall all be glad to 
think them true Engliflimen when they obey the king, 
and true Proteftants when they conform to the chuich- 
difcipline. 

It remains that I acquaint the reader, that thefe verfes 
were written for an ingenious young gentleman my 
friend, upon his tranflation of the critical hiftory of the 
old teftament, compofed by the learned father Simon i 
the verfes therefore are addrefled to the tranflator of that 
work, and the ftyle of them is, what it ought to be, 
epiftolary. 

If any one be Co lameiitable a critic as to require the 
R a fmootk- 
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fmoothnefs, the numbers, and the turn of heroic poetry 
in this poem 5 I muft tell him, that if he has not read 
Horace, I have ftudied him, and hope the ftyle of his 
epiilles is not ill imitated here. The expreflions of a 
poem defigned purely for inftruftion, ought to be plain 
and natural, and yet majeftic : for here the poet is pre- 
fumed to be a kind of lawgiver ; and thofe three quali- 
ties which I have named, are proper to the legiilative 
ftyle. The florid, elevated, and figurative way is for 
the pafHons } for love and hatred, fear and anger, are 
begotten in the foul, by {hewing their objefts out of 
their true proportion, either greater than the life, or 
lefs : but inftiu6lion is to be given by fliewing them 
what they naturally are. A man is to be cheated into 
palfion, but to be reafoned into truth. 

RELIGIO LAIC I. 

An epistle. 
"p\I M as the borrow'd beams of moon and ftars 
-"-^ To lonely, weary, wandering travellers. 
Is reafon to the foul : and as on high, 
Thofe rolling fires difcover but the (ky, 
Not light us here ; fo reafon's glimmering ray 
Was lent, not to affure our doubtful way. 
But guide us upward to a better day. 
And as thofe nightly tapers difappear 
When day's bright lord afcends our hemifphere j 
So pale grows reafon at religion's fight 5 
So dies, and fo diflblves in fupernatural light. 
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Some few, whofc lamp fhone brighter, have been led 

From caufe to caiife, to nature's fecret head ; 

And found that one firft principle muft be : 

But what, or who, that univerfal He ; 

Whether fome foul incompaffing this ball 

Unmade, unmov'd ; yet making, mwing all ; 

Or various atoms, interfering dance, 

Leap'd into form, the noble work of chance j 

Or this great all was from eternity ; 

Not ev'n the Stagirite himfelf could fee 5 

And Epicurus guefsM as well as he ; 

As blindly gropM they for a future date ; 

As raftily judgM of providence and fate : 

But leaft of all could their endeavours find 

What moft concerned the good of human kind : 

For happinefs was never to be found ; ^ 

But vanifh'd from them like enchanted ground. 

One thought content the good to be enjoy'd : 

This every little accident deftroy'd : 

The wifer madmen did for virtue toil : 

A thorny, or at beft a barren foil : 

In pleafure fome their glutton fouls would deep ; 

But found their line too fliort, the well too deep 5 

And leaky veffels which no blifs could keep. 

Thus anxious thoughts in endlefs circles roll, 

Without a centre where to fix the foul : 

In this wild maze their vain endeavours end : 

How can the lefs the greater comprehend ? 

Or finite reafon reach Infinity ? 

For what could fathom God were more than He. 

R 3 The 
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The Deift thinks he ftands on firmer ground i 
Cries tS^ix*f the mighty fecret 's found : 
God is that fpring of good ; fupreme, and beft ; 
We made to fcrve, and in that fervice bicft. 
If fo^ (bme rules of worihip muft be given^ 
Diftributed alike to all by heaven : 
Elfe God were partial, and to fome deny^d 
The means his juftice (hould for all provide. 
This general worftiip is to praife and pray : 
One part to borrow bleflings, one to pay : 
And when frail nature ilides into offence. 
The facrifice for crimes is penitence. 
Yet, fmce the effects of providence, we find. 
Are varioufly difpensM to human kind ; 
That vice triumphs, and virtue fuflfers here, 
A brand that fovereign juftice cannot bear 5 
Our reafon prompts us to a future ftate : 
The laft appeal from fortune and from fate : 
Where God's all -righteous ways will be declared 5 
The bad meet punilhment, the good reward. 

Thus man by his own ftrength to heaven would i 
And would not be oblig'd to God for more. 
Vain wretched creature, how art thou mifled 
To think thy wit thefe god-like notions bred I 
Thefe truths are not the produft of thy mind. 
But dropt from heaven, and of a nobler kind. 
Reveal'd religion firft informed thy fight. 
And reafon faw not till faith fprung the light. 
Hence all thy natural worftiip takes the fource : 
*Tis revelation what thou think'ft difcourfe. 
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Elfe how com^ft tbou to fee tliefe truths fo clear^ 

"Which fo obfcure to heathens did appear ? 

Not Plato thefe, nor Ariftotle found : 

Nor he whofe wifdom oracles renown'd. 

Haft thou a wit fo deep, or fo fublime. 

Or canft thou lower dive, or higher climb ? 

Canft thou by reafon more of godhead know 

Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero ? 

Thofe giant wits in happier ages born, 

When arms and arts did Greece and Rome adomi 

Knew no fuch fyftem : no fuch pilei could raift 

Of natural worfliip, built on prayer and praife 

To one fole God. 

Nor did remorfe to expiate fin prefcribe : 

But flew theii^ fellow-creatures for a bribe t 

The guiltlefs vi6lim groanM for their offence $ 

And cruelty and blood was penitence. 

If Iheep and oxen could atone for men. 

Ah ! at how cheap a rate the rich might fin ! 

And great oppreflbrs might heaven^s wrath beguile^ 

By offering his own creatures for a fpoil ! 

Dar^ft thou, poor worm, offend Infinity ? 
And muft the terms of peace be given by thee i 
Then thou art Juftice in the laft appeal ; 
Thy eafy God inftru^ls thee to rebel : 
And, like a king remote and weak, muft take 
What fatisfa6lion thou art pleasM to make. 

But if there be a power too juft and ftrong, 
To wink at crimes, and bear unpunifhM wrong i 

R 4 Look 
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Look humbly upward, fee his will difclofe 

The forfeit firft, and then the fine impofe i 

A mulft thy poveity could never pay. 

Had not eternal wifdora found the way : 

And with celeftial wealth fupply'd thy ftorc : 

His juftice makes the fine, his mercy quits the fcore* 

See God defcending in thy human frame 5 

Th' oflFended fuffering in th' offender's name : 

All thy mifdeeds to him imputed fee, 

And all his righteoufnefs devolv'd on thee. 

For, granting we have finn'd, and that th' offencd 
Of man is made againft Omnipotence, 
Some price that bears proportion muft be paid } 
And infinite with infinite be weighed. 
See then the Deift loft : remorfc for vice, 
Not paid J or, paid, inadequate in price : 
What farther means can reafon now direft. 
Or what relief from human wit expe6l ? 
That fhews us fick ; and fadly are we fure 
Still to be fick, till heaven reveal the cure : 
If then heaven's will muft needs be underftood, 
Which muft, if we want cure, and heaven be good. 
Let all records of will reveal'd be ftiown j J 

With fcripture all in equal balance thrown, > 

And our one facred book will be that one. } 

Proof needs not here ; for whether we compare 
That impious, idle, fuperftitious ware 
Of rites, lufti ations, offerings, which before, 
In various ages, vaiious countries bore, 
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With chriftian faith and virtues, wc ftiall find 

None anfwering the great ends of human kind 

But this one iiile of life, that fliews us beft 

How God may be appeas'd, and mortals bleft. 

Whether from length of time its worth we draw. 

The word is fcarce more ancient than the law : 

Heaven's early care prefcriVd for every age j 

Firft, in the foul, and after, in the page. 

Or, whether more abftraftcdly we look. 

Or on the writers, or the written book. 

Whence, but from heaven, could men unfldlPd in arts. 

In feveral ages born, in feveral parts. 

Weave fuch agreeing truths ? or how, or why. 

Should all confpire to cheat us with a lye ? 

Unaflc'd their pains, ungrateful their advice, 

Starving their gain, and martyrdom their price. 

If on the book itfelf we call our view. 
Concurrent heathens prove the ftory true : 
The do6lrine, miracles 5 which rauft convince. 
For heaven in them appeals to human fenfe : 
And though they prove not, they confirm the caufe. 
When what is taught agrees with nature's laws. 

Then for the ftile, majeftic and divine. 
It fpeaks no lefs than God in every line : 
Commanding words ; whofe force is ftill the fame 
As the firft fiat that produced our frame. 
All faiths befide, or did by arms afcend j 
Or fenfe indulged has made mankind their friend: 
This only do6lrinc does our lufts oppofe i 
Unfed by nature's foil, in which it grows 5 

Crofs 
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Crofs to our interefts, curbing fenfe and fin | 
OpprefsM without, and underminM within. 
It thrives through pain^ it^s own tormentors tires } 
And with a ftubhorn patience ftill afpires. 
To what can reafon fuch effects afign 
Tranfcending nature, but to laws divine $ 
Which in that facred volume are contained ; 
Sufficient, clear, and for that ufe ordainM ? 

But (lay : the deift here will urge anew, 
No fupematural worihip can be true : 
Becaufe a general law is that alone 
Which muft to all, and every where, be known: 
A ftile fo large as not this book can claim. 
Nor ought that bears revealed religion*s name. 
•Tis faid the found of a Meffiah's birth 
Is gone through all the habitable earth : 
But ftill that text rauft be confinM alone 
To what was then inhabited and known : 
And what pro vi (ion could from thence accrue 
To Indian fouls, and worlds difcover'd new ? 
In other parts it helps, that ages paft. 
The fcriptures there were known, and were embracMy 
Till fm fpread once again the (hades of night : 
What 's that to thefe, who never faw the light ? 

Of all objeftions this indeed is chief 
To ftartle reafon, ftagger frail belief : 
We grant, 'tis true, that heaven from human fenfe 
Has hid the fecret paths of providence : 
But boundlefs v/ifdom, boundlefs mercy, may 
Find ev*n for thofe bewildered fouls, a way i 

If 



RELIGIOLAICI. 151 

If from his nature foes may pity claim. 

Much more may fti-angers who ne'er heard his name. 

And though no name be for falvation known^ 

But that of his eternal Son's alone ; 

Who knows how far tranfcending goodnefs can 

Extend the merits of that Son to man ? 

Who knows what reafons may his mercy lead 5 

Or ignorance invincible may plead ? 

Not only charity bids hope the beft, 

But more the great apoftle has expreft : 

" That if the Gentiles, whom no law infpir'd 5 

By nature did what was by law required 5 

They, who the written rule had never known. 

Were to themfelves both rule and law alone : 

To nature's plain indiftment they ftiall plead ; 

And by their confcience be condemn'd or freed." 

Moft righteous doom ! becaufe a rule revealed 

Is none to thofe from whom it was conceal'd. 

Then thofe who follow'J reafon's difibtes right j 

Liv'd up, and lifted high^ their nati!(ral light 5 

With Socrates may fee their Maker's face, 

While thoufand rubric-martyrs want a place. 

Nor does it baulk my charity, to find 
Th' Egyptian bifhop of another mind : 
For though his creed eternal truth contains, 
'Tis hard for man to doom to endlefs pains 
AH who believ'd not all bis zeal requir'd j 
Unlefs he firft could prove he was infpir'd. 
Then let us either think he meant to fay 
This faith, where publifh'd, was the only way 5 

Or 
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Or elfe conclude that, Anus to confute. 
The good old man, too eager in difpute. 
Flew high j and as his chriftian fury rofe 
DamnM all for heretics who durft oppofe. 

Thus far my charity this path has try'd ; 
A much unfkilful, but well-meaning guide: 
Yet what they are, ev'n thele crude thoughts were bred 
By reading that which better thou haft read. 
Thy matchlcfs author's work : which thou, my friend. 
By well tranflating better doft commend : 
Thofe youthful hours which, of thy equals raoft 
In toys have fquandefd, or in vice have loft, 
Thofe hours haft thou to nobler ufe employed j 
And the fevere delights of truth enjoy'd. 
Witnefs this weighty book, in which appears 
The crabbed toil of many thoughtful years, 
Spent by thy author, in the fifting care 
Of rabbins old fophifticated ware 
From gold divine ; which he who well can fort 
May afterwards make algebra a fport. 
A treafure, which if country-curates buy, 
They Junius and Tremellius may defy : 
Save pains in various readings, and tranflatio'^s ; 
And without Hebrew make moft learned quotations. 
A work fo full with various learning fraught. 
So nicely ponder'd, yet fo ftrongly wrought. 
As nature's height and art's laft hand requir'd : 
As much as man could compafs, uninfpir'd. 
Where we may fee what errors have been made 
Both in the copyers and tranllators trade ; 

How 
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How Jewifh, Popifli, interefts have prevail'd. 
And where infallibility has failM. 

For fome, who have his fecret meaning guefs'd. 
Have found our author not too much a prieft : 
For fafhion-fake he feeras to have recourfe 
To pope, and councils, and traditions force : 
But he that old traditions could fubdue, 
Could not but find the weaknefs of the new : 
If fcripture, though derived from heavenly birth. 
Has been but carelefsly prefervM on earth 5 
If God's own people, who of God before 
Knew what we know, and had been promisM morei 
In fuller terms, of heaven's aflifting care, 
And who did neither time nor ftudy fpare 
To keep this book untainted, unperplext. 
Let in grofs errors to corrupt the text, 
Omitted paragraphs, embroiled the fenfe, 
With vain traditions ftopt the gaping fence. 
Which every common hand pulPd up with eafe : 
What fafety from fuch bru/hwood-helps as thefe ? 
If written words from time are not fecur'd. 
How can we think have oral founds endur'd ? 
Which thus tianfmittcd, if one mouth has failM, 
Immortal lyes on ages are intail'd : 
And that fome fuch have been, is prov'd too plain j 
If we confider intereft, church, and gain. 

O but, fays one, tradition fet afide, 
Where can we hope for an unemng guide ? 
For fince th' original fcripture has been loft, 
All copies difagreeing, maim'd the moft, 

Or 
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Or chriftian faidi can have no certain ground. 
Or truth in church-tradition muft be found. 

Such an omnifcient church we wiih indeed ; 
*Twere worth both Teftameats ; caft in the creed : 
But if this mother be a guide fo fure. 
At can all doobtt relolve, all truth fecure. 
Then her infallibility, at well 
Where copiet are corrupt or lame, can tell ; 
Reftore loft canon with at little pains. 
At truly explicate what ftill remains : 
Which yet no council dare pretend to do ; 
Unleft like Efdrat they could write it new : 
Strange confidence ftill to interpret true. 
Yet not be fure that all they have explained 
It in the bleft original contained. 
More fafe, and much more modeft *tis, to fay 
God would not leave mankind without a way : 
And that the fcriptures, though not every where 
Free from corruption, or intire, or clear. 
Are uncomipt, fufticient, clear, intire. 
In all things which our needful faith require. 
If othert in the fame glafs better fee, 
*Tis for themfelves they look, but not for me : 
For my falvation muft its doom receive. 
Not from what others but what I believe. 

Muft all tradition then be fet afide ? 
This to affirm, were ignorance or pride. ' 
Are there not many points, fome needful fure 
To faving faith, that fcripture leaves obfcure ? 
Which every fe£l will wreft a feveral way. 
For what one fe6l interprets, all fe6lf may : 

We 
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We hold, and fay we prove from fcripturc plain^ 
That Chrift is God ; the bold Socinian 
From the fame fcripture urges he 's but man. 
Now what appeal can end th* important fuit ? 
Both parts talk loudly, but the rule is mute* 

Shall I fpeak plain, and in a nation free 
Aflume an honeft layman's liberty ? 
I think, according to my little ikill. 
To my own mother-church fubmitting ftill. 
That many have been fav'd, and many may. 
Who never heard this queftion brought in play. 
Th' unletier'd Chriftian, who believes in grofs. 
Plods on to heaven ; and ne'er is at a iofs : 
For the ftreight-gate would be made freighter yet. 
Were none admitted there but men of wit. 
The few by natui-e form'd, with learning fraught. 
Bom to inftru6l, as others to be taught, 
Muft ftudy well the facred page ; and fee 
Which doftrine, this or that, does beft agree 
With the whole tenor of the work divine : 
And plainlieft points to heaven's reveal'd defign % 
Which expofition flows from genuine fenfe : 
And which is forc'd by wit and eloquence. 
Not that tradition's parts are ufelefs here : 
When general, old, difmterefted, and clear : 
That ancient Fadien thus expound the page. 
Gives truth the reverend majefty of age : 
Confirms its force by bideing every teft } 
For beft authorities next rules, are beft. 

And 
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And ftill the nearer to the fpring we go 
More limpid, more unfoird, the waters flow. 
Thus firft traditions were a proof alone ; 
Could we be certain fuch they were, {o known s 
But fmce fome flaws in long defcent may be. 
They make not truth, but probability. 
Ev'n Arius and Pelagius durft provoke 
To what the centuries preceding fpoke. 
Such difference is there in an oft- told tale: 
But truth by its own finews will prevail. 
Tradition written therefore more commends 
Authority, than what from voice defcends t 
And this, as perfect as its kind can be. 
Rolls down to us the facred hiftory : 
Which, from the univerfal church receiv'd, 
Is tryM, and after, for itfelf believ'd. 

The partial Papifts would infer from hence 
Their church, in laft refort, fliould judge the fenfe. 
But firft they would afliime with wonderous art, 
Themfelves to be the whole, who are but part 
Of that vafl frame the church ; yet grant they were 
The handers-down, can they from thence infer 
A right t'interpret ? or would they alone. 
Who brought the prefent, claim it for their own ? 
Th e book 's a common largefs to mankind 5 
Not more for them than every man defign'd : 
The welcome news is in the letter found 5 
The carrier 's not commiflionM to expound. 
It fpeaks itfelf, and what it does contain. 
In all things needful to be known is plain. 

Is 
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In times overgrown with ruft and ignorance, 
A gainful trade their clergy did advance : 
When vvant of learning kept the laymen low. 
And none but priefts were aathoriz'd to know : 
When what fmall knowlc<%e was, in them did dwell | 
And he a God who could but re&d and fpcll f 
Then mother church did mightily prevail : 
She parceled out the Bible by retail : 
But ftill expounded what (he fold or gave j 
To keep it in her power to damn Itod favc : 
Scripture was fcaicc> and, as the mat^kct weet. 
Poor laymen took falvation on content j 
As needy men take money good or bad : 
God's word they had not, but the prieft's they kad. 
Yet whatever falfe conveyances they made, 
The lawyer ftill was certain to be paid. 
In thofe dark times they leamM their knack fo well, 
That by long ufe they grew infallible : 
At laft a knowing age began t' enquire 
If they the book, or that did them infpire : 
And making narrower fearch they found, though late, 
That what they thought the prieft's, was their eftatc t 
Taught by the will producM, the virrhten word. 
How long they had been cheated on record. 
Then every man who faw the title 'fafr, 
Claim'd a child's part, and pat in for a fliare : 
Confulted foberly his private good ; 
^And favM himfelf as cheap as e'er he could. 

'Tis true, my friend, and far be iiattery -hence, 
This good had full as bad a confequence : 

Vol. I. S- The 
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The book tlius put in every vulgar hand, 

Which each prefum'd he beft could underftand. 

The common rule was made the common prey | 

And at the mercy of the rabble lay. 

The tender page with homy fifts was galPd j 

And he was gifted moft that loudeft baulM : 

The fpirit gave the do&oral deg^ree : 

And every member of a company 

Was of his trade, and of the Bible free. 

Plain truths enough for needfal ufe they found j 

But men would ftill be itching to expound : 

Each was ambitious of th* obfcureft place. 

No meafure ta'en from knowledge, all from grace^ 

Study and pains were now no more their care $ 

Texts were explained by failing and by prayer : 

This was the fruit the private fpirit brought j. 

Occafion'd by great zeal and little thought. 

While crouds unlearn'd, with rude devotion warm. 

About the facred viands bur and fwarm. 

The fly-blown text creates a crawling brood ; 

And turns to maggots what was meant for food. 

A thoufand daily fe6ls rife up and die ; 

A thoufand more the perifh'd race fupply : 

So all we make of heaven's difcoverM will, 

Is not to have it, or to ufe it ill. 

The danger's much the fame j on feveral (helves 

If others wreck us, or we wreck ourfelves. 

What then remains, but, waving each extreme, 
Thi tidci of ignorance and pride to item ? 

Nci 
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Neither fo rich a treafure to forego ; 

Nor proudly feck beyond our power to know t 

Faith is not built on difquifitions vain ; 

The things we muft believe are few and plain s 

Buty fmce men will believe more than they need. 

And every man will make himfelf a creed. 

In doubtful queftions ^tis the fafeft way 

To learn what unfufpe6led ancients fay : 

For ^tis not likely vice fhould higher foar 

In fearch of heaven, than all the church before : 

Nor can we be deceivM, unlefs we fee 

The fcripture and the fathers difagree. 

If after all they ftand fufpeaed ftill, 

For no man*s faith depends upon his will ; 

'Tis fome relief, that points not clearly known 

Without much hazard may be let alone : 

And, after hearing what our church can fay. 

If fUU our reafon runs another way. 

That private reafon 'tis more juft to curb. 

Than by difpytes the public peace difturb. 

For points obfcure are of fmall ufe to learn : 

But common quiet is mankind's concern. 

Thus have I made my own opinions clear : 
Yet neither praife expe6(, nor cenfure fear s 
And this unpolifli'd rugged vcrfe I chofe $ 
As iitteft for difcourfe, and neareft profe t 
For while from (acred truth I do not fwerve, ' 
Tom Stcrnhold's or Tom Shamireirs rhymes will fcnrt. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

^TpHIS tranflation of monfieur Boileau^s Art of 
**• Poetry was made in the year 1680, by Sir Wil- 
liam Soame of Suffolk, Baronet ; who being v^ry inti- 
mately acquainted with Mr. Dryden, defired his revi- 
fal of it. I faw the manufcript lie in Mr. Dryden*8 
hands for above fix months, who made very condder- 
able alterations in it, particularly the beginning of the 
fourth Canto : and it being his opinion that it would 
be better to apply the poem to EngllAi writers, than 
keep to the French names, as it was firft tranflated. 
Sir Williani defired he would take the pains to make 
that alteration ; and accordingly that was entirely done 
by Mr. Dry d An. 

The poem was firfl: published in the year 16S3 ; Sir 
William was after fent ambafTador to Conftantinople, 
in the reign of king James, b^t died in the voyage. 

J. ToNsaN. 

CANTO T. 

T) ASH author, ^tis a vain preAimptuous crimc» 
''•^ To undertake the Cmred art of rhyme 5 
If at thy birth the ftars that rulM thy fenfe 
Shone not with a poetic influence ; 

5 In 
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In thy ftrait genius thou wilt ftill be bound. 
Find Phoebus deaf, and Pegafus unfound. 

You then that burn with the defire to try 
The dangerous courfc of charming poetry j 
Forbear in fruitlefs verfe to lofe your timt. 
Or take for genius the defire of rhyme : 
Fear the allui-ements of a fpecious bait, 
And well confider your own force and weight. 

Nature abounds in wits of every kind. 
And for each author can a talent find : 
One may in verfe defcribe an amorous flame. 
Another (harpen a (hort epigram.: 
Waller a heroes mighty a6ls extol, 
Spenfer fing Rofalind in paftoral : 
But authors that themfelvcs too mych efteem, 
Lofe their own genius, and mid^ke their theme ; 
Thus in times paft Dubartas vainly writ. 
Allaying facred truth with trifling wit. 
Impertinently, and without delight, 
DefcribM the Ifraelites triumphant flight. 
And following Mofes o'er the fandy plain, 
PeriihM with Pharaoh in tV Arabian ipain. 

Whatever you write of pleafant or fublimp. 
Always let fenfe accompany your rhyme : 
Falfely they feem each other to oppofe $ 
Rhyme muft be made with reafon's laws to clofe : 
And when to conquer her you bend your force. 
The mind will triumph in the noble courfe $ 
To reafon> yoke (he quickly will incline. 
Which, far from hurting, renders her divine : 

S 3 But 
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But if negle6led will as eafily ftray, 
And mafter reafon which (he fhould obey. 
Love reafon then ; and let whatever you write 
Borrow from her its beauty, force, and light. 
Mod writers mounted on a refty Mufe, 
Extravagant and fenfelefs objefls chufe ; 
They think they err, if in their verfe they fall 
On any thought that 's plain or natural : 
Fly this excefs ; and let Italians be 
Vain authors of falfe glittering poetry. 
All ought to aim at fenfe 9 but mod in vain 
Strive the hard pafs and flippery path to gain : 
You drown, if to the right or left you ftray $ 
Reafon to go has often but one way. 
Sometimes an author, fond of his own thought, 
Purfues Its objeft till it's over- wrought : 
If he defcribes a houfe, he fliews the face. 
And after walks you round from place to place ; 
Here is a vifta, there the doors unfold, 
Balconies here are balluftred with gold ; 
Then counts the rounds and ovals in the halls, 
** The feftoons, fieezes, and the aftragals :" 
Tir'd with his tedious pomp, away I run. 
And ikip o'er twenty pages to be gone. 
Of fuch dcfcriptions the vain folly fee. 
And ihun their barren fuperfluity. 
All that is needlefs carefully avoid ; 
The mind once fatisfyM is quickly cloy'd ; 
He cannot write who knows not to give o'er ; 
To jnend one fault, he makes a hundred more : 
5 
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A verfe was weak, you turn it, much too ftrong. 
And grow obfcure for fear you fhould be long. 
Some are not gaudy, but are flat and dry j 
Not to be low, another foars too high. 
Would you of every one deferve the praife f 
In writing, vary your difcourfe and phrafe 5 
A frozen ftyle that neither ebbs nor flows, 
Inflead of pleafing, makes us gape and doze. 
Thofe tedious authors are efleem'd by none 
Who tire us, humming the fame heavy tone. 
Happy who in his verfe can gently fleer. 
From grave to light ; from pleafant to fevere ; 
His works will be admir'd where-ever found. 
And oft with buyers will be compafsM round* 
In all you write, be neither low nor vile ': 
The meaneft theme may have a proper flyle. 

The dull burlefque appeared ^th impudence^ 
And pleas'd by novelty in fpite oF fcnfe. 
All, except trivial points, grew out of date $ 
Pamaflus fpoke the cant of Billingfgate : 
Boundlefs and mad*, diforderM rhyme was feen s 
DifguisM Apollo changM to Harlequin. 
This plague, which firft in country towns began. 
Cities and kingdoms quickly over-ran $ 
The dulleft fcribblers fome admirers found. 
And the Mock Tempeft was a while renown'd i 
But this low fluffs the town at laft defpisM, 
And fcom'd the folly that they once had prized j 
Diflinguifh'd dull from natural and plain, 
And left the villages to Fleckno*s reign. 

S 4- Let 




Let rtfjt fo mean a ftylc your ^lufe debaJc ; 

H'Jt If^i^Jn frem Butler the bolFooning^ g^^^ ' 

An J let buiI«N]iit in bdlads be rcjptuy'd ; 

Yet notfy bombaft carefully avoid. 

Nor thtnk to r-aifc, though an Pli^trfalja's plain, 

" Millions of moMTEimg mountaiTis of ih« Qs*iii: 

Nor with DubjiEtas britlk up the iloocU, 

And perriwig vwitl* wo<ji tljt baUjp^te woods. 

Chure a jufl %[* j be grave wiLhout conftraint, . 

Gjtst wuhaut pride, and lovely without paint 

Write what yovr reader may be plctis'd to htsr j 

And for thr mfjafoie have a carefal car. 

On cufy iiamher*; fix your Imppy choke i 

Of jarring ibund* avoid tJie odiou* noile ; 

The fulleft vceCc and the moft kbosir'd fenfer, 

Difpleafe ns, if the ear once take offence:. 

Our ancient verfe, :i5 lioiiuly as the timesj 

Wcis rude, unme:iriLi\i, oniy ta^g'd with rhymes ; 

Number and cadence that have fmce been fhowa. 

To thofe unpolifh'd writers were unknown. 

Fairfax was he, who, in that darker age. 

By his juft rules reftrain'd poetic rage ; 

Spcnfer did next in paftorals excel. 

And taught the nobler art of writing well ; 

To ftri6ler rules the ftanza did reftrain. 

And foun 1 for poetry a richer vein. 

Then Davenant came j who, with a new-found art, 

ChangM all, fpoiTd all, and had his way apart j 

His haughty Mufe all others did defpife. 

And thought in trvviw.i^h to bear off the prize, 

Til 
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I the (harp-fighted critics of the times 
their Mock-Gondibcrt cxpas'd .hi» rhymes j 
e laurels he pretended did refuie, 
d daih'd the hopes of his ^piriag Mu/e. 
is headftrong waiter falling from on high, 
de following authors tajt;© Jefs lil?erty. 
lUer came laft, but was the fir(i whofe art, 
t weight and meafure did to verfe i^p^ 5 
at of a well-placM word could teach the force, 
d (hew'd for poetry a nobler courfe : 
happy genius did our tongue re6n^ 
d eafy words with pleafing numbers join 1 
verfes to good method did apply, 
i changed hard difcord to foft harmony, 
own'd his law« ; which, long approvM and tryM, 
prefent authors now may be a guide, 
ad boldly in his fteps, fecure from fear, 
I be, like him, in your exprefHons cleai\ 
1 your verfe you drag, and fenie delay, 
patience thvs, my fancy goes atoy ; 
i from your vain difcourfe I turn my mind, - 
fearch an author troublefome to find, 
re is a kind of writer pleasM with found, 
ofe fuftian head With clouds is compafs*d round, 
reafon caadifperfo them with its light : 
n then to think ere you pretend to write, 
jrour idea's clear, or elf'e obi'cure, 
expreflion follows perfeft or impure : 
at we conceive with cafe we can exprefs ) 
rds to the notions flow with readincfa. . 

Ob. 
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Obferve the language well in all yoo write. 
And fwerve not from it in your loftieft flight. 
The fmootheft TerTe and the eza^fceft lenfe 
Djipleafe us, if ill Engliih give offence z 
A barbarous phrafe no reader can approve ; 
Nor bombafty ndfe, or afieftation love. 
In ihort, without pure language, what you writs 
Can never yield us profit or delight. 
Take time for thinking; never work in hafte j 
And value not yourfelf for writing faft. 
A rapid poem, with fuch fury writ. 
Shews want of judgment, not abounding wit. 
More pleasM we are to fee a river lead 
His gentle ftreams along a flowery mead. 
Than from high banks to hear loud torrents roart 
With foamy waters on a muddy fliore. 
Gently make hafte, of labour not afraid s 
A hundred times confiJer what you *ve (aid > 
Poli/h, repolifli, every colour lay. 
And fometimes add, but oftener take away. 
'Tis not enough when fwarming faults are writ. 
That here and there are fcatter'd fparks of wit j 
Each oh]eSi muft be fixM in the due place. 
And differing parts have correfponding grace : 
Till, by a curious art difpos'd, we find 
One perfe6l whole, of all the pieces join*d. 
Keep to your fubjef): clofe in all you fay; 
Nor for a founding fentence ever ftray. 
The public cenfure for your writings fear. 
And to yourfelf be critic mofl fevere. 

Fai 
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Fantadic wits their darling follies love j « 

But find you faithful friends that will approve, 

That on your works may look with careful eyes, 

And of your faults be zealous enemies : 

Lay by an author's pride and vanity. 

And from a friend a flatterer defcry, 

Who feems to like, but means not what he fays : 

Embrace true counfel, but fufpefl falfe praife. 

A fycophant will every thing admire : 

Each verfe, each fentence, fets his foul on fire : 

All is divine ! there *s not a word umifs 1 

He (hakes with joy, and weeps with tendemefs. 

He overpowers you with his mighty praife. 

Truth never moves in thofe impetuous ways : 

A faithful frrend is careful of your fame. 

And freely will your heediefs errors blame 5 

He cannot pardon a negle6led line. 

But verfe to rule and order will confine. 

Reprove of words the too-afFefted found ; 

Hei-e the fenfe flags, and your expreflion 's round. 

Your fancy tires, and your diicourfe gprows vain. 

Your terms improper, make them juil-and plain. 

Thus 'tis a faithful friend will freedom ufe $ 

But authors, partial to their darling Mufe, 

Think to prote^ it they have juft pretence. 

And at your friendly counfel take offence. 

Said you of this, that the exprefTion 's flat t 

Your ftrvant, fir, you muft excufe me that. 

He anfvvers you. This word has here no grace. 

Pray leave it out i That, fir,'8 the properefl place. 

This 
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This turn I like rot : 'Tis approvM by all* 
Thus, refolute not from one fault to fall. 
If there *s a fyllabU of which you doubt, 
"^is a fure reaibn not to blot it out. 
Yet Itill he fays you may his faults confute* 
And over him your power is abfolute : 
But of bis feigoM humility take heed $ 
*Ti8 a bait laid to make you hear him read. 
And when he leaves you happy in his Mufc, 
Keftlefs he runs fome other to abufe. 
And often finds i for in our fcribbling timet 
No fool can want a fot to praife his rhymes s 
The flatteft work has ever in the court 
Met with fome zealous afs for its fupp^drt : 
And in all times a forward fcribbliag fop 
Has found ibme greater fool to cry him up. 

CANTO II. 
PASTORAL. 

A S a fair nymph, when rifing from hfr bed, 
*^^ With fparkling diamonds dr^iTes not her hca 
But, without gold, or pearl, or coftiy fcents, 
Gathers from neighbouring fields her ornaments : 
Such, lovely in its drefs, but plain withal. 
Ought to appear a perfeft Paftoi-al : 
Its humble method nothing has of fierce. 
But, hates the rattling of a lofty verfe ; 
There native beauty pleafes, and excite?, 
And never with harfli founds the ear aflfiights. 
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fiut In this ftyle a poet often fpent. 

In rage throws by his rural inftrument, 

And vainly, when diforderM thoughts abound, 

Amidil the Eclogue makes the trumpet found : * 

Pan flies alarmM into the neighbouring woods. 

And frighted nymphs dive down into the floods. 

OpposM to this anodter, low in ftyle, 

Makes fhepherds fpeak a language bafe and vile : 

His writings, flat and heavy, without found, 

Killing the earth, and creeping on the ground } 

VouM fweaf that Randal, in his ruftic Arains, 

Again wits quavering to the counti'y fwains. 

And changing, without cai-e of found or drefs, 

Strephon and Phyllis, into Tom and Bcfs. 

Twixt thefe extremes 'tis hard to keep the right 5 

Por guides take Virgil, and read Theocritc : 

Be their juft writing, by the Gods infpir'd, 

iTour conflant pattern pra6lisM and admir'd. 

5y them alone you '11 eafily comprthend 

low poets, without fhame, n)ay condefcend 

To flng of gardens, fields, of flowers, and fruity 

To ftir up ihepherds, and to tune the flute 5 

)f love's rewards to tell the happy hour, 

>aphne a tree, Narcifllis made a flower, 

Vnd by what means the Eclogue yet has power 

To make the woods worthy a conqtierpr i 

This of their writings is the grace and flight ; 

Their riflngs lofty, yet not out of fight. 

BLEGY.. 
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ELEGY. 

The Elegy, that loves a mournfiil ftyle» 
With unbound hair weeps at a funeral pile { 
It paints the lover's torments and delights, 
A miftrefs flatters, threatens , and invites s 
But well thefe raptures if you '11 make us fee. 
You muft know love as well as poetry. 
I hate thofe lukewarm authors, whofe forcM Are 
In a cold ftyle defcribes a hot defire, 
That iigh by rule, and raging in cold blood 
Their (luggifh Mufe whip to an amorous mood t 
Their tranfports feign'd appear but flat and vain j 
They always figh, and always hug their chain. 
Adore their prifon, and their fufferings blefs. 
Make fenfe and reafon quarrel as they pleafe. 
'Twas not of old in this afFefted tone, 
That fmooth Tibullus made his amorous moan ; 
Nor Ovid, when, inflru6led from above. 
By nature's rules he taught the art of love. 
The heart in Elegies forms the difcourfe. 

ODE. 

The Ode is bolder, and has greater force. 
Mounting to heaven in her ambitious flight,' 
Amongft the Gods and heroes takes delight ; 
Of Pifa's wrcftlers tells the fmewy force. 
And fings the dufty conqueror's glorious courfe : 
To Simois ftreams does fierce Achilles bring. 
And makes the Ganges bow to Briuin's king. 

Sometin 



THE ART OP POETRY. 171 

metimes (he files like an induftrioas bee, 
id robs the flowers by nature's chemiltry, 
ifcribes the fhepherd's dances, feafls, and blifs^ 
id boafts from Phyllis to furprize a kifs, 
lien gently fhe reilfts with feign'd remorfe, 
lat what fhe grants may feera to be by force : 
T generous ftyle at random oft will part, 
id by a brave difordcr fhows her art. 
ilike thofe fearful poets, whofe cold rhyme 
all their raptures keeps exaftcft time, 
iat fing th' illuflrious hero's mighty praife 
ean writers !) by the terms of weeks and days j 
id dare not from Icaft circumftances part, 
t take all towns by flrifteft rules of art : 
K)llo drives thofe fops from his abode ;" 
id fome have faid that once the humorous god 
folving all fuch fcribblers to confound, 
r the fhort Sonnet order'd this ftrifl bound : 
rules for the juft meafure, and the time, 
e eafy running and alternate rhyme 5 
t, above all, thofe litences deny'd 
lich in thefe writings the lame fenfe fupply'd ; 
bad an ufclcfs line fhould find a place, 
a repeated word appear with grace, 
'aultlefs Sonnet, finifh'd thus, would be 
)rth tedious volumes of loofe poetry, 
lundred fcribbling authors without ground, 
ieve they have this only phoenix found : 
len yet t'l* exaflcft fcarcc have two or three, 
long whole tomes from faults and cenfure free* 

The 
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The reft but littk read, regarded lefs. 
Are flioTelM to tbe paftry from the prcfs. 
Clofing the fenfe within the meafurM ^mt, 
'Tis hard to fit tke reafon to the rhyme. 

EPIGRAM. 

The Epigram, with little art composed. 
Is one good fcntence in a diftich closM. 
Thefe points, that by Italians ftrft were prizM^ 
Our ancient authors knew not, or defpisM : 
The vulgar, dazzled with their glaring light. 
To their falfc plcafures quickly they invite j 
But public favour fo increasM their piide. 
They overwhelmed Pamaffus with their tide. 
The Madrigal at firfl: was overcome, 
And the proud Sonnet tell by the fame doom ; 
With thefe grave Tragedy adomM her flights. 
And mournful Elegy her funeral rites : 
A hero never failM them on the ftage. 
Without his point a lover durft not rage ; 
The amorous fhepherds took more care to prove 
True to his point, than faithful to their love. 
Each word like Janus had a double face : 
And profe, as well as vcrfe, allow'd it place : 
The lawyer with conceits adorn'd his fpeech. 
The parfon without quibbling could not preach. 
At laft affronted reafon lookM about. 
And from all ferious matters (hut them out : 
Declared that none (hould ufe them without fhame. 
Except a fcattering in the Epigram j 
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Provided that by art, amd in due time, 
They tum'd upon the thoo^ht, and not the rhyme. 
Thus in all parts difofders did abate : 
Yet quibblers in the court had Idave to prate : 
Infipid jefters, and unplcafant fools, 
A corporation of dull punning drolls. 
'Tis not, but that fometimes a dextrous Mufe 
May with advantage a tum'd fenfe abufe. 
And on a word may trifle with addrefs ; 
But above all avoid the fond excefs ; 
And think not, when your Vtvk and fenfe are lame. 
With a dull point to tag your Epigram. 

Each poem his perfeftion has apart j 
The Britifh round in plainnefs flit>ws his art. 
The Ballad, though the pride of ancient time. 
Has often nothing but his humorous rhyme ; 
The Madrigal may fofter paflions move, 
And breathe the tender ecftafies of love. 
Defire to fhow itfelf, and not to wrong, 
Arm'd Virtue fir ft with Satire in its tongue. 

SATIRE. 

Lucilius was the mah who, bravely bold. 
To Roman vices did this niirror hold, 
Protefted hunible goodnefs from reproach^ 
Showed worth on foot, and rafcals in the coach. 
Horace hi9 pleafing wit to this did add, 
And none uncenfurM cotild be fool of mad : 
Unhappy was that wretch, \<rhpfe nanie'jtiight be 
S<}uarM to the rules of their (harp poetry. 
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Perfius obfcure, but full of fcnfc and wit. 

Affected brevity in all he writ : 

And Juvenal, learned as thofe times could be. 

Too far did ftretch his (harp hyperbole ; 

Though hoi-rid truths through all his labours flilne 

In what he writes there's fomething of divine. 

Whether he blames the Caprean debauch. 

Or of Sejanus' fall tells the approach. 

Or that he makes the trembling fenate come 

To the ftem tyrant to receive their doom ; 

Or Roman vice in coarfeft habits (hews. 

And paints an emprefs reeking from the ftews: 

In all he writes appears a noble fire j 

To follow fuch a mailer then defure. 

Chaucer alone, fix'd on this folid bafe. 

In his eld ftyle conferves a modern grace : 

Too happy, if the freedom of his rhymes 

Offended not the method of our times. 

The Latin writers decency negleft ; 

But modem authors challenge our refpc6V, 

And at immodeft writings take offence. 

If clean expreiTion cover not the fenfe. 

I love (harp Satire, from obfcenenefs free ; 

Not impudence that preaches modefty : 

Our Englifh, who in malice never fail. 

Hence in lampoons and libels learn to rail ; 

Pleafant detraftion, that by finging goes 

From mouth to mouth, and as it marches grows : 

Our freedom in our poetry we fee. 

That child of joy begot by liberty. 

5 _ I 
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But, vain blafphemer, tremble when you chufe 

God for the fubjeft of your impious Mufe : 

At laft, thofe jefts which libertines invent, 

Bring the lewd author to juft punifhraent. 

Ev'n in a fong there muft be art and fenfe ; 

Yet fometimes we have feen that wine, or chance, 

Have warmM cold brains, and given dull writers mettle. 

And furnifhM out a fcene for Mr. Settle. 

But for one lucky hit, that made thee pleafe. 

Let not thy folly grow to a difeafe. 

Nor think thyfelf a wit ; for in our age 

If a warm fancy does fome fop engage, 

He neither eats nor flecps till he has writ. 

But plagues the world with his adulterate wit. 

Nay 'tis a wonder, if in his dire rage, 

He prints not his dull follies for the ftagej 

And in the front of all his fenfelefs plays, 

Makes David Logan crown his head with bayes. 

CANTO m. 
TRAGEDY. 

'np HER E's not a monfter bred beneath the (ky 
-■- But, well-difpos'd by art, may pleafe the eye : 
A curious workman, by his ikill divine. 
From an ill object makes a good deilgn. 
Thus, to delight us. Tragedy, in tears 
For Oedipus, provokes our hopes and fears : 
For parricide Oreftes aflcs relief; 
And to encreafe our pleafure caufes grief. 

T a ' You 
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You thca that in this noble art would rifey 
Come ; and in lofty verfe difpute the prizes 
Would you upon the ftage acquire renown. 
And for your judges fummoa all the town ? 
Would you y-our works for ever ihould remain^ 
And after ages paft be fought again ? 
In all you. write, obferve with care and art 
To move the pallions, and incline the heart. 
If in a laborM a6l, the. plealing rage 
Cannot our hopes and fears by turns engage^ 
Nor in our mind a feeling pity xaife ; 
In vain with learned fcenes you fill your plays a 
Your cold difcourfe can never move the mind 
Of a ftern critic, naturally unkind f 
Who, juftly tir'd with your pedantic ftight. 
Or falls afleep, or cenfures all you write. 
The fecret is, attention firft to gain ; 
To move our minds, and then to entertain : 
That, from the very opening of the fcenes. 
The firft may fhow us what the author means. 
I 'm tir'd to fee an aftor on the ftage. 
That knows not whether be 's to laugh or rage j 
Who> an intrigue unraveling in vain, 
Inftead of pleafing keeps my mind in pain. 
IM rather much the naufeous dunce fhould fay 
Downright, My name is He61or in the play j 
Than with a mafs of miracles, ill-joinM, 
Confound my ears, and not inftruft my mind. 
The fubjeft *s never foon enough expreft ; 
Your place of aftion muft be fix'd, and reft. 

5 A Spanifii 
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A Spanifh poet may with good event, 

In one's day's fpace whole ages reprefent? 

There oft the hero of a wandering ftage 

Begins a child, and ends flw play of ages 

But we that are by reafon's rules cofl£Q'd» 

Will, that vvith art the poem be defign'd. 

That unity of a£lion« time, and place. 

Keep the ftagc full, and all our labours grace. 

Write not what cannot be with cafe oonceiv'd ; 

Some truths may be too ftrong to be believed. 

A foolifti wonder cannot entertain : 

My min^ "s not mov'd if your difcourfc be vaiiu 

You may relate what would offend the eye: . 

Seeing, indeed, would better fatisfy ; 

But there are obje^s that a curious art 

Hides from the eyes, yet offers to the heart. 

The mind is mod agreeably furpris'd. 

When a well-woven fubje6l, long difguisM^ 

You on a fudden artfully unfold. 

And give the whole another face and mould. 

At firft the Tragedy was void of art j 

A fong ; where each man danc'd and fung his part. 

And of God Bacchus roaring out the praife. 

Sought a good vintage for their jolly days : 

Then wine and joy were feen in each man's eyes. 

And a fat goat was the beft finger's prize. 

Thefpis was firft, who, all befmear'd with lee, 

Began this pleafure for pofterity : 

And with his carted a6lor8, and a fong, 

'Amus'd the people as he pafs'd along. 

' T 3 Next 
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Next JEfchylus the different perfons placed. 

And with a better mafk his players graced : 

Upon a theatre his verfe ezprefs^d. 

And (howM his hero with a buikin drefs^d. 

Then Sophocles, the genius of his age. 

Increase the pomp and beauty of the ftage, 

EngagM the chorus fong in every part. 

And poIifhM rugged verfe by rules of art : 

He in the Greek did thofe perfections gain, 

"Which the weak Latin never could attain. 

Our pious fathers, in their pricft-rid age. 

As impious and prophane, abhorred the ftage : 

A troop of filly pilgrims, as 'tis faid, 

Fooliflily zealous, fcandaloufly play'd, 

Inftead of heroes, and of love's complaints. 

The angels, God, the virgin, and the faints. 

At laft, rig'.-.t reafon did his laws rtveal. 

And fliow'd the folly of their ill-plac'd zeal, 

Silcnc'd thofe nonconformifts of the age. 

And rais'd the lawful heroes of the ftage : 

Only tir Athenian mafk was laid afide. 

And chorus by the muHc was fupply'd. 

Ingenious love, inventive in new arts. 

Mingled in plays, and quickly touch'd our hearts i 

This paffion never could refiftance find. 

But knows the fhorteft paflage to the mind. 

Paint then, I 'm plcas'd my hero be in lovej 

But let him not like a tamj fhepherd move j 

Let not Achilles be like Thyrfis feen. 

Or for a Cyrus fhow an Art* en j 

That 
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That ftruggling oft his paflions we may find. 

The frailt}-, not the virtue of his mind. 

Of romance heroes fhun the low defign ; 

Yet to great hearts fome human frailties Join : 

Achilles muft with Homer's heat engage j 

For an affront I *ra pleasM to fee him rage. 

Thofe little failings in your hero's heart 

Show that of man and nature he has part : 

To leave known rules you cannot be allowed i 

Make Agamemnon covetous and proud, 

^neas in religious rites auftere, 

Keep to each man his proper character. 

Of countries and of times the humours know ; 

Fron^ different climates different cuftoms grow : 

And ftrive to fhun their fault who vainly drefs 

An antique hero like fome modern afs j 

Who make old Romans like our Englifh move. 

Show Cato fparkifh, or make Brutus love. 

In a romance thofe errors are excusM : 

There 'tis enough that, reading, we 're amusM : 

Rules too fcvcre would there be ufelefs found \ 

But the ilri6l fcene mufl have a jufler bound : 

Exaft decorum we mufl always find. 

If then you form fome hero in your mind. 

Be fure your image with itfelf agree ; 

For wl'.at he firfl appears, he flill muft be. 

Affcftcd wits will naturally incline 

To paint their figui-es by their own defign : 

Your bully poets, bully heroes write : 

Chapman in Huffy d'Ambois took delight. 

And. thought peife<5lion was to huff and fight. 

T 4 Wife 
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Wife nature by variety does pleafe 5 
Cloath differing padions io a differing drefs ^ 
Bold anger, in rough haughty words appears | 
Sorrow is humble, and diflfolves in tears. 
Make not your Hecuba with fury rage. 
And (how a ranting grief upon the ftage ; 
Or tell in vain how the rough Tanais bore 
His fevenfold waters to the Euxine fliore : 
Thefe fwoln expreflions, this affc£led noife. 
Shows like fome pedant that declaims to boys. 
In forrow you muft fofter methods keep j 
And, to excite our tears, yourfelf muft weep. 
Thofe noify words with which ill plays abound. 
Come not from hearts that are in fadnefs drowned. 

The theatre for a young poet's rhymes 
Is a bold venture in our knowing times s 
An author cannot eafily purchafe fame j 
Critics are always apt to hifs, and blame : 
You may be judg'd by every afs in town. 
The privilege is bought for half a crown. 
To pleafe, you muft a hundred changes try ; 
Sometimes be humble, then muft foar on high : 
In noble thoughts muft every where abound. 
Be eafy, pleafant, folid, and profound : 
To thefe you muft furprifing touches join. 
And (how us a new wonder in each line t 
That all, in a juft method well-defignM, 
May leave a ftrong impreflion in the mind. 
Thefe are the arts that tragedy maintain ; 



Th 
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The epic. 
But the Heroic claims a loftier ftrain. 
In the narration of fome great defign. 
Invention, art, and fable, all muft join : 
Here fiftion muft employ its utmoft grace ; 
All muft aflume a body, mind, and fact ; 
Each virtue a divinity is feen ; 
Prudence is Pallas, beauty Paphos' queen. 
'Tis not a cloud from whence fwift lightnings fly 5 
But Jupiter, that thunders from the fky : 
Nor a rough ftorm that gives the failor pain j 
But angry Neptune plowing up the main : 
Echo 's no more an empty airy found ; 
But a fair nymph that weeps her lover drown'd. 
Thus in the endlefs treafure of his mind, 
The poet does a thoufand figures find. 
Around the work his ornaments he pours. 
And ftrows with lavifli hand his opening flowers, 
'Tis not a wonder if a tempeft bore 
The Trojan fleet againft the Libyan fliore 5 
From faithlefs fortune this is no furprize. 
For every day *tis common to our eyes 5 
But angry Juno, that ftie might deftroy. 
And overwhelm the reft of ruinM Troy : 
That ^olus with the fierce goddefs joined, 
OpenM the hollow prifons of the wind ; 
Till angry Neptune looking o'er the main. 
Rebukes the tempeft, calms the waves again. 
Their veflTels from the dangerous quickfands fleers 5 
Thcfe are the fprings that move our hopes and fears 5 

With- 
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Without thefe ornaments before our eyes, 
Th' unfmewM poem laiiguiflies and dies : 
Your poet in his art will always fail. 
And tell you but a dull inCpid tale. 
In vain have our miftaken authors try'd 
To lay thefe ancient ornaments afide, 
Thinking our God, and prophets that he fent. 
Might a^ like thofe the poets did invent. 
To fright poor readers in each line with hell. 
And talk of Satm, A/htaroth, and Bel ; 
The myfteries which Chriftians muft believe, 
Dlfdain fuch (liifting pageants to receive i- 
The gofpel offers nothing to our thoui;hts 
But penitence, or punilhmcnt for faults ; 
And mingling falfehoods with thofe myfteries. 
Would make our facred truths ap|>ear like lies. 
Befides, what pleafure can it be to hear 
The bowlings of repining Lucifer, 
Whofe rage at your imagined hero flies. 
And oft with God himfelf difputes the prize ? 
Taffo you Ml lay has done it with applaufe ? 
It is not here I mean to judge his caufc : 
Yet though our age has fo extollM his name, 
His works hud never gaihM immorial fame. 
If holy Godfrey in his ecftafies 
Had only conquered Satan on his knees ; 
If Tancred and Annida's pleafing form 
Did not his melancholy theme adorn. 
'Tis not, that chriftian pocn:s our;lit to be 
Fiird with tlic f:<^iuns of idohiry j 
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But in a common fubjcft to rejetSt 

The gods, and heathen ornaments negleft j 

To baniih Tritons who the feas invade. 

To take Pan's whittle, or the Fates degrade. 

To hinder Charon in his leaky boat 

To pafs the fhepherd with the man of note. 

Is with vain fcruples to difturb your mind. 

And fearch perfection you can never find : 

As well they may forbid us to prefent 

Prudence or Juftice for an ornament, 

To paint old Janus with his front of brafs. 

And take from Time his fcythe, his wings and glafs. 

And every where, as 'twere idolatry, 

Banifh defcriptions from our poetiy. 

Leave them their pious follies to purfue ; 

But let our reafon fuch vain fears fubdue : 

And let us not, amongft our vanities. 

Of the true God create a God of lies. 

In fable we a thoufand pleafures fee. 

And the fmooth names feem made for poetry j 

As Heftor, Alexander, Helen, Phyllis, 

Ulyffes, Agamemnon, and Achilles : 

In fuch a cro^, the poet were to blame 

To chufe king Chilperic for his hero's name. 

Sometimes the name being well or ill apply'd. 

Will the whole fortune of your work decide. 

Would you your reader never /hould be tir'd ? 

Chufe fome great hero, fit to be admir'd ; 

In courage fignal, and in virtue brigh^, 

I#et e'en his very failings give delig^^ * 

Let 
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Let his great aftions our attention btad» 
Like Ciefar, orlike Sctpio^ frame his-mindy 
And not like 0«dipus his perjurM race $ 
A commoM con^fucror is a theme too bafe. 
Chufe not your tale of accidents too full 5 
Too much variety may make it dwll : 
Achilles' rage alone, when wrought with (kill. 
Abundantly doce a whole Iliad fill. 
Be your narrations lively, fhort, and fmart; 
In your defcriptions (how your nobleft art : 
There 'tis your poetry may be employed : 
Yet you muft trivial accidents avoid. 
Nor imitate that fool, who, to defcribe 
The wondrous marches of the chofen tribe, 
Plac'd on the fides to fee their armies pafs, 
The fiihes ftaring though the liquid glafs j 
Defcrib'd a child, who, with his little hand, 
Pick'd up the fliining pebbles from the fand. 
Such objeiSls arc too mean to (lay our fight j 
Allow your work a juft and nobler flight. 
Be your beginning plain j and take good heed 
Too foon you mount not on the airy ftecd ; 
Nor tell your reader in a thundering veHl, 
** I fing the conqueror of the univerfe."*" 
Wliat can an author after this produce ? 
The labouring mountain mud bring forth a mcul 
Much better are we pleas'd with his addrefs. 
Who, without making fuch vaft promlfes, 
Says, in an caficr ftyle and plainer fenfe, 
** I fing the combats of that pious prince 
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«« Who from the Phrygian coaft his aniMes bore, 
*« And landed, firft on the Lavinian fliore/' 
Hi? opening Mufe fets not the world on fSre, 
And yet performs more than we can require 5 
Quickly you'll hear him celebrate the faime 
And future glory of the Roman name 5 
Of Styoc and Acheron defcribe the floods^ 
And Caefar's wandering in th* Elyfian woodls i 
With figures numberlefs his ftory grace, 
And every thing in beauteous colours trac^. 
At oncft you may be plealing and foblime : 
I hate a heavy melancholy rhyme : 
Vd rather read Orlando's comic tale, 
Than a dull author always ftifFand ftale, 
Who thinks hirafelf difhonour'd in his ftyle. 
If on his works the Graces do but fmile. 
'Tis faid, that Homer, matchlefs in his'arty 
Stole Venus' girdle toengage the heart: 
His works indeed vafl. tieafures do unfold. 
And whatfoe'er he touches turns to gold : 
All in his bands new beauty does acquire j 
He always pleafesj aod can never tire. 
A happy warmth- he cnrery where may boaft ; 
Nor is iie in too long digrefliond loft : 
His verfes without rule a method find, 
And of themfelves appear in order join'4 : 
All without trouble anfwers his intent ; 
Each fyllable is tending to th' event. 
Let his example your endeavours raife » 
To love bis wntings i»>a kind flf^pmiA*. 

A poexn^ 
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A poem» where we all perfcftions find, 
Is not the work of a fantalUc mind : 
There muil be care, and time, and fkill, and pains ; 
Not the fii'ft heat of unexperienced brains. 
Yet foraetimes artlefs poets, when the rage 
Of a warm fancy does their minds engage, 
PuflT'd with vain pride, prefume they underftand. 
And boldly take the trumpet in their hand j 
Their fuftian Mufe each accident confounds ; 
Nor can fhe fly, hut rile by leaps and bounds. 
Till, their fmall llock of learning quickly fpent. 
Their poem dies for want of nouriflunent. 
In vain mankind the hot-brain\l fool decries. 
No branding cenfures can unveil his eyes 3 
With impudence the laurel they invade, 
RefolvM to like the monfters ihey have made. 
Virgil, compared to them, is flat and dry j 
And Homer underllood not poetry i 
Againft their merit if this age rebel. 
To future times for jullice they appeal. 
But waiting till mankind (hall do them right. 
And bring their works triumphantly to light 5 
Negle6led lieaps we in bye- corners lay, 
Where they become to worms and moths a prey j 
Forgot, in duft and cobwebs let them reft, « 

Whilft we return from whence we firft digreft. 

The great fuccefs which tragic writers found. 
In Athens firft the comedy renowned, 
Th' abufive Grecian there by pleafmg ways, 
DifpersM his natui*al malice in his plays ; 

Wifdom 
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Wifdom and virtue, honour, wit, and fenfe, 

Were fubjeft to buffooning infolence : 

Poets were publicly approved, and fought. 

That vice extolPd, and virtue fet at nought I 

A. Socrates hijnfclf, in that loofe age, 

Was made the paftime of a fcoffing ftage. 

At laft the public took in hand the caufe, 

And cur'd this madnefs by the power of laws j 

Forbad at any time, or any place. 

To name the perfon, or defcribe the face. 

The ftage its ancient fury thus let fall, 

A.nd comedy diverted without gall : 

By mild reproofs recovered minds difeas'd, 

A.nd fpaiing perfons innocently pleas'd. 

Each one was nicely fhewn in this new glafs, 

And fmilM to think he was not meant the afs : 

A. mifer oft would laugh at firft, to find 

A faithful draught of his own foniid mind ; 

And fops were with fuch care and cunning writ, 

rhey likM the piece for which themfelves did fit, 

You then that would the comic laurels wear. 

To ftudy nature be your only care : 

Whoe'er knows man, and by a curious art 

Difcems the hidden fecrets of the heart ; 

He who obferves, and naturally can paint 

The jealous fool, the fawning fycopbant, 

A fober wit, an enterprifing afs, 

\ humorous Otter, or a Hudibras ; 

May fafely in thofe noble lifts engage, 

\nd make them z6t and fpeak upon the ftagc. 

Strive 
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Strive to be natural in all you write, 

And paint with colours that may pleafe the fight. 

Nature in various figures does abound ; 

And in each mind are different humours found : 

A glance, a touch, difcovcrs to the wife ; 

But every man has not difcerning eyes. 

All-changing time does alfo change the miAcTi 

And different agis* different pleafures find : 

Youth, hot and furious, cannot brook delay. 

By flattering vice is eafily led away ; 

Vain in difcourfe, inconftant in defire. 

In cenfure, rafh j in pleafures, all on fire. 

The manly age does fleadier thoughts enjoy 5 

Power and ambition do his foul employ : 

Againft the turns of fate he fets his mind j 

And by the paft the future hopes to find. 

Decrepit age ftill adding to his (lores. 

For others heaps the trcafiirc he adores. 

In all his alliens keeps a frozen pace 5 

Pafl times extols, the prefcnt to debafe : 

Incapable of plcnfurcs youth abufe, 

In others blames what age does him refufe. 

Your aflors muft by reafon be control'd';} 

Let young men f|>eak like young, old mfcn like olc 

Obfervc the town, and ftudy well the court : 

For thither various charafters rcfort : 

Thus 'twas great Jonfun purchased his renown. 

And in his art had born away the crown j 

If, Icfs dcfuous of the people's praife, 

He had not with low farce debas'd his plays; 

Mi: 
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Mixifig dull bufibonry with wit rdfin*d| 
And Harlequin with noble Terence joinM« 
When in the Fox I fee the tortoife ^ift, 
I lofe the author of the Alchemift. 
The comic wit, born with a fmiling air. 
Mud tragic grief and pompous verfe forbear ; 
Yet may he not, as on a market-place. 
With baudy jefts amufe the populace : 
With well-bred converfation you muft pleafe. 
And your intrigue unraverd be with eafe : 
Your a£lion ftill (hould reafon^s rules obey. 
Nor in an empty fcene may lofe its way. 
Your humble ftyle muft fometimes gently rife ; 
And your difcourfe fententious be, and wife ; 
The paflions muft to nature be confinM j 
And fcenes to fcenes with artful weaving joinM* 
Your wit muft not unfeafonably play j 
But follow bus'nefs, never lead the way. 
Obferve how Terence does this error ftiun 5 
A cai-eful father chides his amorous fon : 
Then fee that fon, whom no advice can move. 
Forget thofe orders, and purfue his love : 
'Tis not a well-drawn picture we difcover: 
'Tis a true fon, a father, and a lover. 
I like an author that reforms the age ; 
And keeps the right deconun of the ftage j 
That always pleafes by juft reafon's rule : 
But for a tedious droll, a quibbling fool. 
Who with low naufeous baudry fills his plays j 
Let him be gone, and on two trefteU raife 

Vol, I, U S^me 
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Some Smithfield ftage, #heffe ht may aa his praaks; 
And make Jack.Ptiddn)gs fpeak to mountebanks. 

CANTO IV. 

T N Florence dwelt a defter of renown, 
•*- The fcourge of God, and terror of the tovnt. 
Who all the cant of phyfic had by heart. 
And never ranrder'd but by rules of art. 
The public mifchief was his piivate gain ; 
Children their flatighterM parents fought in vain : - 
A brother here his poifonM brother v/cpt ; 
Some bloodlefs dy*d, and fom^c by opium (lept» 
Colds, at his prefence, would to frenzies tm'n ^ 
And agues, like malignant fevers, burn. 
Hated, at laft, his praftice gives him o'er j 
One friend, unkiU'd by dnigs, of all his ftore. 
In his new country-houfe affords him place } 
'Twas a rich abbot, and a buikfing afs : 
Here firft the do6lor's talent came in play. 
He feems infpir'd, and talks like Wren or May : 
Of this new portico condemns the face. 
And turns the entrance to a better place j 
Defigns the ftair-cafe at the other end, 
His friend approves, does for his mafon fend* 
He comes ; the do6lor'8 arguments prevail. 
In fhort, tofini(h this our humorous t:ile, 
He Galen's dangerous fcience docs rejtft. 
And from ill doftor turns good architcft. 
In this example we may have our part : 
Rath-r be mafun, 'tis a ufeful art! 

Tl 
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Than a dull poet; for that trade accurft. 

Admits no mean betwixt the beft and word. 

In other fciences, without difgrace, 

A candidate may fill a iecond place i 

But poetry no medium can adrnk. 

No reader fuffers an indiffej^nt wit: 

The ruin'd ftationers againft him haul. 

And Herringbam degrades him from his ftall. 

Burleique, at leaft, our laughter may excite : 

But a cold writer never can delight. 

The Counter-ScuflBe has more wit and art. 

Than the ikiff formal ftyle of Gondibert. 

Be not afFe£led with that empty praife 

Which your vain flatterers will fometimes raife^ 

And when you read^ with ecftafy will fay^ 

«« The finifli'd piece ! the admirable play T' 

Which, when exposed to cenfure and to light. 

Cannot endure a critic^s piercing fight. 

A hundred authors fates have been foretold^ ' 

And Shadweirs works are printejd, but not fold. 

Hear all tbe world; coniider every thought ; 

A fool by chance may ilunible on a fault s 

Yet, when A^lo does yovir J)4ii(e.i&fpire# 

Be not impatient to exppfe your Are ; 

Nor imitate the Settles of our times^ 

Thofe tuneful readers ^f their own dull rhymes. 

Who feioe on all th' acquaintance they can meet> 

And ftop the palTcngcrs that walk the ibrect : 

There is no fan<5luary y^^u can chufe 

Fvr a defence from their purfuing Mufe. 

U % IVe 
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I've faid before, be patient when they blame ; 

To alter for the belter, is no fhame. 

Yet yield not to a foors impertinence : 

Sometimes conceited fceptics, void of fenfe, } 

By their falfe tafte condemn fome finifh*d part. 

And blame the nobleft flights of wit and art. 

In vain their fond opinions yon deride. 

With their lov'd follies they are fatisfy'd ; 

And their weak judgment, void of fenfe and lights 

Thinks nothing can efcape their feeble fight : 

Their dangerous counfels do not cure, but wound $ 

To (hun the ftorm, they run your verfe aground. 

And, thinking to efcape a rock, are drownM. 

Chufe a fure judge to cenfure what you write, 

Whofe reafon leads, and knowledge gives you lights 

Whofe fteady hand will prove your faithful guide. 

And touch the darh'ng follies you would hide : 

He, in your doubts, will carefully advife. 

And clear the mift before your feeble eyes. 

'Tis he \vill tell you, to what noble height 

A generous Mufe may fometimes take her flight $ 

When too much fetter'd with the rules of art. 

May from her ftrifter bounds and limits part : 

But fuch a perfeft judge is hard to fee. 

And every rhymer knows not poetry ; 

Nay feme there are, for writing verfe extolKd, 

Who know not Lucan's drofs from VirgiPs gold* 

Would you in this great art acquire renown f 
Ai:thors, obfcrve the rules I hcrt lay down. 

In 
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In prudent leflbns every where abound j 

With pleafant Join the ufeful and the found ; 

A fobcr reader a vain tale will flight 5 

He feeks as well inftru6lion as delight. 

Let all your thoughts to virtue be confinM, 

Still offering nobler figures to our mind : 

I like not thofe loofe writers, who employ 

Their guilty Mufe, good manners to deftroy j 

Who with falfe colours ftiU deceive our eyes. 

And (how us vice drefsM in a fair difguife. 

Yet do I not their fullen Mufe approve, 

Who from ail modeft writings baniih love 5 

That ftrip the play-houie of its chief intrigue, 

And make a murderer of Roderigue : 

The lighted love, if decently ^xprcft. 

Will raife no vicious motigns in our breaft, 

Dido in vain may weep, and a^k relief; 

I blame her folly, whilft I ihare her grief. 

A virtuous author, in his charming art. 

To pleafe the fenfe needs not corrupt the heart ; 

His heat will never caufe a guilty fire c 

To follow virtue then be your defire. 

In vain your art and vigour are expreft 5 

Th' obfcene expreflion fhows th' infe6led breafl* . 

But above all bafe jeajoufies avoid, 

In which detra^ing poets are employM. 

A noble wit dares liberally commend ; 

And fcorns to grudge at his defcrving friend. 

Bafe rivals, who true wit and merit hate. 

Caballing flill againil it with the great, 

U s O Mali- 
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Maliciouily afpirt to gain renown, 

By ftanding up, and pulling others down. 

Never debafe yourfclf l>y treacherous ways. 

Nor by fuch abie6t methods ftek for praife : 

Let not your 6nly bufinefs be td write } 

Be virtuous, juft, aiid in your friends delight. 

*Ti8 not enough your poems be admirM | 

But (bive your converfation be defirM i 

Write for iihmortal fame j nor ever chufe 

Gold for the objedl of a generous Mufe. 

I know a noble wit may, without crime. 

Receive a lawful tribute for his time s 

Yet I abhof thofe writers, who defpife 

Their honour ; and alone their profits prize ; 

Who their Apollo bafely will degrade. 

And of a noble fcience make a trade. 

Before kind reafon did her light difplay, 

And government taught mortals to obey. 

Men, like wild beafts, did nature's laws purfue. 

They fed on herbs, and drink from rivers drew j 

Their brutal force, on luft and rapine bent, 

Committed murder without punifhment : 

Reafon at laft, by her all-conquering arts, 

Reduc'd thefe favagcs, and tun'd their hearts ; 

Mankind from bogs, and woods, and caverns calls. 

And towns and cities fortifies with walls : 

Thus fear of juftice made proud rapine ceafe, 

And fheltcrM innocence by laws and peace. 

Thefe benefits from poets we received, 
From whence are rais'd thofe fictions fmce believ'd. 

O That 
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That Orpheus, .by bis foft hsurnipi>iou€ ^ains, 

Tam'd the fierce tigers of t|ie f'liir^ciaQ plains ; 

Amphion'6 notes, by th^iM: melojious yt9W^^> 

Drew rocks and wq^^ an4 r^i^'d (h^ TM^^ towers i 

Thefe miracles from nymber-s d\4 ^Urife : 

Since which, in v^r^ k^^vc^^ taught his royftefies. 

And by a prieft, pp^fs'd wjth rage diviaex 

Apollo fpoke from his (])f;-^ietlc flirine. ... 

Sfon after Hotp^r ^ x>)4i hisroes praisM, 

And noble pii^cU l>y gro^U ^^mplef raiv'J $ 

l^en Heflod did bif Qreci^n fw^ins incline 

To till the fields, and pniM t^ b9>inte9>is vine. 

Thus ufeful ruks vyere by 4|e pQ^ts ai^ 

In eafy jivi^bers (o ^-u^e.oi^ conveyM, 

And pleafingly their prd(:(3pt8 did impart ^ 

Firil charii)'4 %\\e ear, gnd tbiea eng^g'4 tbe be9J*t : 

The Mu/e? tjius their Ji0put»ldon rajs*d, 

And with juft gratitude in Greece were {M^is^d« 

With pleafure mortals dii theur wonders €t£. 

And facrificM to their diyinity $ 

But want, at laft, bafs flattery entertained. 

And old Paiii^flus widi this vice wias ftain'd t 

Defire pf gain dazzling the ppets eyes, 

Their works v'^erc B\14 with fulfome flatteries^ 

Thus needy wjts a vile rcvewic made. 

And verfe became a mercenary trade. 

Debafe not with fo mean a ^ce thy ait t 

If gold mpft be the idol of thy heart. 

Fly, fly th' uiifruitful Heliconian (Vraiid, 

ThoTe (beams gre not iarichM with golden (and e 

U 4 Crent 
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Great witSy as well as warriors, only gain 
Laurels and honours for their toil and pain s 
But what ? an author cannot live on fame. 
Or pay a reckoning with a lofty name : 
A poet to whom fortune is unkind, 
Who when he goes to bed has hardly dinM j 
Takes little pleafure in PamafTus* dreams. 
Or reliflies the Heliconian ftreams. 
Horace had cafe and plenty wh^he writ, 
And, free from cares for money or for meat. 
Did not expe6^ his dinner from his wit. 
'Tis true 5 but verfe is cherifh^d by the great. 
And now none famifh who deferve to eat t 
What can we fear, when virtue, arts, and fenfe. 
Receive the (lars propitious influence ; 
When a (harp<fighted prince, by early grants. 
Rewards your merits, and prevents your wants ? 
Sing then his glory, celebrate his fame $ 
Your nobleft theme is his immortal name. 
Let mighty Spenfer raife his reverend head, 
Cowley and Denham ftart up from the dead | 
Waller his age renew, and offerings bring. 
Our monarch's praife let bright-ey'd virgins fing } 
Let Dryden with new rules our ftage refine. 
And his great models form by this defign : 
liut where 's a lecond Virgil, to rehearfe 
Our hero's glories in his epi^verfc ? 
What Orpheus fing his triumphs o'er the main. 
And make the hills and forefts move again ; 
Shew his bold fleet on the Batavian ihore. 
And HoJiand trembling as hi^ cannons roar ; 
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Paint Europe's balance in his fteady hand, 

Whilft the two worlds* in expeflation ftand 

Of peace or war, that wait on his comipand ? 

But as I fpeak new glories ftrike my eyes, 

Glories, which heaven itfelf does give, and prize, 

Bleflings of peace ; tliat with their milder rays 

Adorn his. reign, and bring Satumian days i ^ 

Now let rebellion, difcord, vice, and rage. 

That have in patriots forms debauched our age, 

Vanifh with all the minifters of hell : 

His rays their poifonous vapours ihall difpel : 

*Tis he alone our fafety did create, n 

His own firm foul fecur'd the nation's fate, > 

Oppos'd to all the Bout'fcu's of the ftate, ^ 

Authors, for him your great endeavours raife j 

The loftieft numbers will but reach his praife. 

For me, whofe verfe in fatire has been bred. 

And never durft heroic raeafures tread 5 

Yet you Ihall fee me, in that famous field. 

With eyes and voice, my beft afliftancc yield ; 

Offer your leffons, that my infant Mufe 

Learnt, when flie Horace for her guide did chufe i 

Second your zeal with wifhcs, heart, and eyes, 

And afar off hold up the glorious prize. 

But pardon too, if, zealous for the right, 

A flri6l obferver of each nobij flight, 

From the fine gold I fcparaie the allay. 

And fhow bow hnfty wrltei 3 fometimes ftray » 

Apter to blame, than knowing how to mend ) 

A fharp, but yet a neceil'ary fri.ud. 

THRE 
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THRENODIA AUGU8TALI8: 

A Funeral Pindaric Pqem^ facred to the 

h»ppy Memory of King Chari;b« II. 

I. 

'np H U S long my grief kas kept mt dumb s 
•*• Sure there 's a lethargy in migbty w©o. 

Tears ftand congeal'd, and eannet Aow ; 
And the fad foul retiree into her inmoft roMi t 
Tears, for a ftfoke forePsen, alford reiicf | 

But, unprovided for a fudden blow. 

Like Niobe we mai^le grow { 
And petrify with grief. 
Cur Britifti heaven was all ferene. 

No threatening cloud was nigh, 

Not the leaft wrinkle to deform the flcy ; 

We livM as unconcein'd and happily 
As the firft age in nature's golden fccne 5 

Supine amidft our flowing ftoiv. 
We flept fccurely, and we dreamt of more i 

When fuddcnly the thunder-clap was heard. 

It took us unpreparM and out of g^iard. 

Already loft before we fear'd. 
Th* amazing news of Charles at once wei^ fpread. 

At once the general voice declar'd, 
" Our gracious prince was dead." 

No ficknefs known before, no flow difcaf?. 

To foften grief by Juft dcgi*ces : 

But like an hurricane on Indian feas, 

5 The 
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The tempeft rofe ; 

An unexpected burft of woes s 
With fcarce a breathing fpace betwixt. 
This now becalm^^ and perifliing the next. 
As if great Atlas from his height 
Should fink beneath his heavenly weight. 
And with a mighty flaw, the flaming wall 

As once it ihall, 
Should gape immen|L and rufhing down, overwhelm 

this nether ball ; 
So fwift and fo furprifing was our fear : 
Our Atlas fell indeed ; but Hercules was near. 

ir. 

His pious brother, Aire the beft 
Who ever bore that name. 

Was newly rifen from his reft, 
And, with a fei*vent flame, 

His ufual morning vows had Juft addreft 
For his dear fovereign's health 5 
And hopM to have them heard. 
In long increafc of years, 
In honour, fame, and wealth : 
Guiltlef« of greatnefs thus he always prayM, 
Nor knew nor wifli'd thofe vows he made, 
OA his own head fliould be repay'd. 

Soon as th' ill-omenM mmour reach'd his ear, 
III news is wing'd with fate, and flies apace. 
Who can defcribe th' amazement of his face ! 

Horror in all his pomp was there, 

Mute and magnificent without a tear ; . 

And then the hero firft was feen to feai*. 

i 
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.^ aatt' ar.^ i. zriii;. Tca.- ::7: rnrr : 

Of io»"r: i;-: :'T:::rr 2a£i. : 
ku: jc^oi: r :: r^iS" n" - brzznsz's fatt, 
H* ii^'Dj: ur: iroir ni.- amii-. 

A v:r' diitrar::jr.. ^■Ol£. of aw=^ 
Adc iri'iLrj-* grief imDoundsc hy t iaw. 
Ok<i £ itE2g*, Grod ^ 3Doimec« «** 

Witijtut morior.. pulk, or brsn;, 
A fcr;i'-.-,c.'t :u::^x: of ia=rBL ciay, 
Ar lr!.aj;* riu» v: dsdi. 
Am.rli: hif lir^ snendanti p-oanF aric rrrisR, 
Tfit ilnt< oi '.bat aaor'ti forpivinf: fact, 
J^JKvntc! :;•:•:* tn-.r naiivc gntci , 
A-: iror. f:\.«r ■>-.-;• iu: or 'ni.- mairfi;: r^.-er. 
J i.c pivvs dvfw'.^— Fwrbear, audacious ^5i;it: ! 
N'j tt rn.s thy ic-.bltr art cua uic 
Alt abk to a-ioifl fy vaft a woe : 
'J Uc grid' <,f oli the reft Jike fubjeS-grief did fhow, 

Hit lik*' a I'ovcrf.i^^ti did tianfcend 5 
No wife, rt'j \noi\m, fuch a gritf could know. 
Nor any natjic but fjltrnd. 
III. 
O v/ondnHjs « hai)i;*h of a fatal fccnc, 
5lill v;iiyiiio m tht J;i(l ! 
H(.iviii, ilu)ii}.rh its h:ud decree was paft, 
•^Miii i| |)i)iii(iii|; to :i ^i.icious turn again: 
Aiiil liiatird iipliiicd AYixi ancflcd in its halle. 

^\ Heaven 
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Heaven half repented of the doom. 
And almoft grievM it had forefeen. 

What by forefight it willM eternally to come, 
Mercy above did hourly plead 

For her refemblance here below ; 
And mild forgivenefs intercede 

To ftop the coming blow. 
New miracles approached th' etherial throne. 
Such as his wondrous life had oft and lately knownj 
And urg'd that ftill they might be (hown. 
On earth his pious brother pray'd and vow'd. 

Renouncing greatnefs at fo dear a rate, 
Himfelf defending what he could, 

From all the glories of his future fate. 
With him th' innumerable crowd. 
Of ai'med prayers 
KnockM at the gates of heaven, and knocked aloud j 

The firft well-meaning rude petitioners. 
All for his life afTailM the throne, 
All would have brib'd the (kies by offering up their own. 
So great a throng not heaven itfelf could bar 5 
'Twas almoft borne by force as in the giants' war. 
The prayers at leaft for his reprieve were heard 5 
His death, like Hezekiah's, was deferred : 
Againft the fun the (hadow went 5 
Jive days, thofe five degrees, were lent 
To form our patience and prepare th' event. 
The fecond caufes took the fwift command, 
The medicinal head, the. ready hand. 

All 
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All eager to perform their part 5 

All but eternal doom was conquerM by their art i 

Once more the fleeting foul came back 

T' infpire the mortal frame ; 
And in the body took a doubtful ftand. 

Doubtful and hovering like expiring flame. 
That mounts and falls by tumt, and trembles o'tr die 
brand. 

IV. 
The joyful (hort-liv'd news foon fpread around. 
Took the fame train, the fame impetuous bound : 
The drooping town in fmiles again was dreft, 
Gladnefs in every face expreft, 
Their eyes before their tongues confeft. 
Men met each other with ere6led look, 
The fteps wci*e higher that they took, 
Friends to congratulate their friends made hafte | 
And long- inveterate foes fainted as they pafl : 
Above the reft heroic James appearM 
Exalted more, becaufe he more liad fear'd : 
His manly heart, whofe noble pride 
Was ftill above 

Diflcmbled hate or vamifhM love. 
Its more than common tranfport could not hide ; 
But like an eagre rode in triumph o*er the tide. 
Thus, in alternate courfe, 
The tyrant paflions, hope and fear, 
Did in extremes appear, 
And flaih'd upon the foul with equal force. 

Thus, 
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Thus, at half ebb, a rolling fea 

H^turns abd wins upon the fliore j 

The watery herd, affrighted at the roar. 

Reft on their fins Si while, and ftay. 

Then backward take their wondering way s 

The prophfct woodcrs more than they. 

At prodigies but rarely feen before, 

And cries, a king muft fall, 01* kii^onu change their 

fway. 

Such were our counter-tides at land, and Co 

Prefaging of the fatal blow, 

In their prodigious ebb and flow. 

The royal foul, that, like the laboiuring mooDy 

By charms of art was hurried doWB, 

Forc'd with regret to leave her native fphere. 

Came but a while on liking here : 

Soon weary of the painful ftnfe, 

And made but faint eiTays of life t 

And evening light 

Soon fhut in night ; 

A (Irong diftcxnper, and a weak relief, 

Short intervals of jey^ and long returns of grief. 

V. 

The fons of irt aJl medicines try'd, 

And every noblft remedy apply 'd ; 

With emulation each eiiayM 

His utmoft Ikill, nay more, theypray'd : 

Zsfevcr was.lofing game with better canduft play'd. 

Death never won a ftake with greater toil, 

Mor (re was fate fo near a foil i 

But 
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But like a fortrefs on a rock> 

Th* impregnable difeafe their vain attempts did mock) 

They min'd it near^ they batterM from afar 

With all the cannon of the medicinal war | 

No gentle means could be efTayM^ 

*Twas beyond parly when the iiege was laid : 

Th^ extremeft ways they firft ordaini 

Prefcribing fuch intolerable pain, 

As none but Cacfar could fultain : 

Undaunted C«far underwent 

The malice of their art, nor bent 

Beneath whatever their pious rigour could inrent : 

In five fuch days he fuflFer'd more 

Than any fufFerM in his reign before ; 

More, infinitely more, than he, 

Againft the worft of rebels, could decree, 

A traitor or twice-pardon'd enemy. 

Now art was tir'd without fuccefs, 

^fo racks could make the ftuhborn malady confefs* 

The vain infurancers of life. 

And he who moft performed and promisM lefs, 

Ev'n Short himfelf forfook th' unequal ftrife. 

Death and defpair were in their looks. 

No longer they confult their memories or books ; 

Like helplefs friends, who view from fhore 

The labouring ihip, and hear the tempeft roar ; 

So flood they with their arms acrofs j 

Not to affift, but to deplore 

Th' inevitable lofs. 

5 VI. Death 
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vr. 

Death was denounced ; that frightful found 
Which ev'n the beft can hardly bear. 
He took the fummons void of fear; 
And unconcernedly caft his eyes around ; 
As if to find and dart the griefly challenger. 
What death could do he lately try'd. 
When in four days he more than dyM. 
The fame afliirance all his words did grace : 
The fame majeftic mildnefs held its place : 
Nor loft the monarch in his dying face. 
Intrepidj pious, merciful, and brave. 
He looked as when he conquerM and forgave. 

VII. 
As if fomc angel had been fent 
To lengthen out his government, 
And to foretel as many years again, ■ • 

As he had numberM in his happy reign, ' ' ' 

So chearfully he took the doom ' 
Of his departing breath ; 
Nor fhnink nor ftept afide for death : 
But with unaltered pace kept on j 
Providing for events to come. 
When he rcfign'd the throne. 
Still he maintained his kingly ftate ; 
And grew familiar with his fate. 
Kind, good, and gracious, to the laft. 
On all he lovM before his dying beams he caft : 
Oh truly good, and truly giTat, - ' 

For glorious as he rofe benignly fo he fet ! 

Vol. I. X K\ 
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All that cm earth he held moft dear. 
He recommended to his care. 
To whom both heaven, 
The right had given 

And his own love bequeathe fupreme command i 
He took and prcH that ever-loyal hand. 
Which could in peace (ecure his reign, 
Which could in wars his power maintain. 
That hand on which no plighted vows were ever vaii 
Well, for To great a tnift he chofe 
A prince who never difobey^d : 
Not when the moft fevere commands were laid j 
Nor want^ nor exile, with his duty weight : 
A prince on whom, if heaven its eyes could cloft. 
The welfare of the world it fafely might repofe. 
VIII. 
That king who livM to God's own heart. 
Yet lefs fcrencly died than he : 
Charles left behind no harfli decree 
For fchoolmen with laborious art 
To falvc from cruelty : 

Thofe, for whom love could no excufcs frame. 
He gracioufly forgot to name. 
Thus far my Mufe, though rudely, has defign'd 
Some faint refemblance of his godlike mind t 
But neither pen nor pencil can exprefs 
The parting brothers* tendernefs t 
Though that "s a term too mean and low i 
The bleft above a kinder word may know s 

S ] 
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But what they did, and what they faid. 

The monarch who triumphant went, 

The militant who (laid, 

Like painters, when their heightening arts are fpent, 

I caft into a (hade. 

That all-forgiving king, 

The type of him above. 

That unexhaufted fpring 

Of clemency and love ; 

Himfclf to his next felf accusM, 

And aflc'd that pardon which he ne*er refus'd : 

For faults not his, for guilt and crimes 

Of godlefs men, and of rebellious times t 

For an hard exile, kindly meant, 

"When his ungrateful country fent 

Their heft Camillus into banifliment: 

And forcM their fovereign's 3(51, they could not his 

con fent. 
Oh how much rather had that injur'd chief 
Repeated all his fnfFerings paft ! 
Than hear a pardon beggM at laft, 
Which given could give the dying no relief ? 
He bent, he funk beneath his grief: 
His dauntlefs heart would fain have held 
From weeping, but his eyes rebellM. 
Perhaps the godlike hero in his brcaft 
Difdain'd, or was afham'd to fhow 
So weak, Co womanifti a woe. 
Which yet the brother and the friend Co plentcoufly 

confcft. 

X 2 IX. Awivd^ 
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IX. 

Amidft that filent (howei^ the royal mind 
An eafy paflage found, 
And left its facred earth behind : 
Nor murmuring groan expreft, nor labouring fouod^ 
Nor any leaft tumultuous breath ; 
Calm was his life, and quiet was liis dedth* 
Soft as thofc gentle whifpers were. 
In which th' Almighty did appear; 
By the dill voice the prophet knew him there* 
That peace which made thy profperous reign to (bin 
That peace thou leav'ft to thy imperial line. 
That peace, oh happy ihade, be ever thine I 
X. 

For all thofe joys thy rcfloration brought. 
For all the miracles it wrought, 
For all the healing balm thy mercy pour'd 
Into the nation^ s bleeding wound, 
And care that after kept it found. 
For numerous bleflings yeaily fliower'd. 
And property with plenty crpwn'd j 
For freedom, ftill maintainM alive. 
Freedom which in no other land will thrive. 
Freedom, an Englifti fubjeft's fole prerogative. 
Without whofe charms even peace would be 
But a dull quiet flavery : 
For thefe and more, accept our pious praife ; 
'Tis all the fiibfidy 
The prefent age can raife. 
The reft is charged on late poftcrity, 

Poftei 
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Pofterlty is chargM the more, 
Becanfi; the large abounding llore 
To them and to their heirs, is ftill entail'd by thee* 
SuccelTion of a long defcent 
Which chaftcly in the channels ran. 
And from our demi-gods began. 
Equal almofi to time in its extent, 
Through hazards numberlcfs and great. 
Thou haft derivM this mighty blefTmg down. 
And fixt the fairert gem that decks th' imperial crown : 
Not fa6lion, when it fhcok thy regal feat, 
Not fenates, infolently loud, 
'I'liolc echoes of a thoughtlefs crowd. 
Not foreign or doineuic treachery, 
Could warp tb.y foul to their unjuft decree* 
So much thy foes thy manly mind miftook. 
Who judoM it by the mildnels of thy look : 
Like a well-tenr^erM fword it bent at will ^ 
But kept the native toughnefs of the fteel. 
XI. 
Be tru^, O Clio, to thy hero's name ! 
But draw him ftriftly fo, 
That all who view, the piece rnay know ; 
He needs no tranpings of fifbitious fame : 
The load 's too weighty : thou mr.y'ft chufc 
Some parts of pr.iile, and fome ] efufe : 
Write, th:u his annals may be tliou;;ht more lavifii than 

the Mufe. 
In fcsnty truth thou hnft confined 
The virtues of a royal mind, 
Forgiving, bounteous, humble, juft, and kind : 

X a ^^'^ 
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Hi? corrtnatioE, wi:, and part*, 
H'if kAcnrlcdgt :c tbc iiobk£ -sdffiil sts, 
Were foch, dead jmhorr could mc girc ; 
But habitudes of tiwic vixi live ; 
Who, ligbting him, dH gi t ata iic:hts recme s 
He draio'd from ail, and all ther kmcat ; 
Hit apprtheitGoii quick, his judeaicsit tme : 
That the moft learned, with fltamcy cocfcft 
H'C knowledge more, his reading only left. 
XII. 
Amidft the peaceful triumphs of his reign. 
What wonder if the kindly beams he Ihcd ? 
Revived the drooping artt again. 
If fcience raisM her head, 
And foft humanity that from rebellion fled ? 
Our i fie, indeed, too fruitful was before} 
But all uncultivated lay 
Out of the ff^ar walk and heaven^s high way ; 
With rank Geneva weeds run o'er. 
And cockle, at the beft, amidft the com it bore : 
The royal hufbandman appeared, 
And plough'd, and fow'd, and tillM, 
The thorns he rooted out, the rubbifh clear'd. 
And blert th' obedient field. 
When l^rait a double harveft rofe j 
Such as the fwarthy Indian mows ; 
Or hapj)icr climates near the line. 
Or paradiil* manurM and dreft by hands divine. 

XIII. 
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XIII. 

As when the new-born phoenix takes his way^ 
His rich paternal regions to furvey, 
Of airy choriftcrs a numerous train 
4Uitend his wondrous progrefs o'er the plain j 
So, rifmg from his father's urn, 
So glorious did our Charles return 4 
Th' officious Mufes came along, 
A gay harmonious quire like angels ever young : 
The Mufe that mourns him now his happy triumph Tun^ 
Ev'n they could thrive in his aufpIciou« reign 5 
And fuch a plenteous crop they bore 
Of pureft and well-winow'd grain. 
As Britain never knew before. 
Though little was their hire, and light their gain. 
Yet fomewhat to their Ihare he threw j 
Fed from his hand, they fung and flew, 
Like birds of paradife that liv'd on morning dew. 
Oh never let their lays his name forget ! 
The penfion of a prince's praife is great. 
Live then, thou great encourager of arts, 
Live ever in our thankful hearts ; 
Live bleft above, almoft invoked below $ 
Live and receive this pious vow. 
Our patron once, our guardian angel now. 
Thou Fabius of a finking ftate. 
Who didft by wife delays divert our fate, 
V/hen fa6lion like a lempeft rofe. 
In death's moft hideous form. 
Then art to rage thou didft oppofe, 
To weather out the ftorm : 

X 4 '^^^ 
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Not quitting thy fupreme command. 
Thou held'ft the rudder with a fteady hand. 
Till frtfely en the fhore the baik did land : . 
The b-rk that all our blcflings brought. 
Charged with thyfelf and James, a doubly royil fraught. 
XIV. 
Oh frail eftate of human things. 
And flippcry hopes below ! 
Now to our coft your cmptinefs we know t . 
For 'tis a leflbn dearly bought, 
AC'v: '. ;e here is never to be fought. 
'J1.C btli, and bsil-belov'd of kings. 
And beft dci'erving to be fo, 
When i'carcc he had cfcap'd the fatal blow 
Of fa6lion and confpiracy, 
Death di ' his promisM hopes deftroy : 
He toird, he gain'd, but livM not to enjoy. 
What mills of Providence are thefe 
Through which we cannot fee ! 
So faints, by fupernatural power fct free. 
Arc left at laft in martyrdom to die ; 
Such is the end*of oft-repeated miracles. 
Fuiglvc mc, heaven, that impious thought, 
'Twas grief for Charles, to madnefs wrought, 
Thp.t 'jucftionM thy fupreme decree ! 
Thou didlt his gracious reign prolong, 
Ev'n in thy faints and angels wrong, 
His fellow-citzcns of iiTJinoitality : 
For twelve long years of exile borne, 
Twice twelve wc numbered fince his bleft return : 

So 
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So ftii6lly wert thou juft to pay, 
Ev'n to the driblet of a day. 
Yet ftill wc murmur and complain. 
The quails and manna (hould no longer rain | 
Thofe miracles 'twas ncedlefs to renew 5 
The chofen flock has now the promised land in view. 
XV. 

A warlike prince afcends the regal ftate, 
A prince long exercised by fate : 
Long may he keep, though he obtains it late ! 
Heroes in heaven's peculiar mold are cai(. 
They and their poets are not forra'd in hafte 5 
Man was the firll in God's defign, and man was made 

the laft. 
Falfe heroes, made by flattery fo, 
Heaven can ftrike out, like fparkles, at a blow ; 
But ere a prince is to perfe£lion brought. 
He cofts Omnipotence a fecond thought. 
With toil and Twcat, 
With hardening cold, and forming heat. 
The Cyclops did their ftrokes repeat. 
Before th' impenetsable /liield was wrought. 
It looks as if the Maker would not own 
The noble work for his. 
Before 'twas try'd and found a mafter-piece. 
XVI. 

View then a monarch npen'd for a throne. 
Alcldes thus his race began. 
O'er infancy he fwiftly ran ; 
The future God at full was more than man : 
Dangers and toils, and Juno's hate 



Thns difficulties prove a foul legitimately great. 
Like his, our hero's infancy was tryM ; 
Betimes the Furies did their fnakes provide ; 
And to his infant arms oppofe 
His father's rebels, and his brother's foes ; 
The more opprcft, the higher ftill he rofe t 
Thofe were the preludes of bis fate. 
That forra'd his manhood, to fubduc 
The hydra of the many-headed hifling crew. 
. XVII. 
As, after Numa's peaceful reign. 
The martial Ancus did the fcepter wield, 
Furbifh'd the rufty fword again, 
Refum'd the long- forgotten fhield. 
And led the Latins to the dufty field 5 
So James the cirowfy genius wakes 
Of Britain long entranc'd in charms^ 
KeftiiT and (lumbering on its arms : 
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Gaul and Batavia dread tir impending blow j 
Too well the vigour of that arm they know; 
They lick the duft, and crouch beneath their fatal foe. 
Long may they fear this awful pHncc, 
And not provoke his lingering fword j 
Peace is their only fure defence, 
Their heft fecurity his word : 
In all the changes of his doubtful ftate. 
His truth, like heaven^s, was kept inviolate* 
For him tp promife is to make it fate. 
His valour can triumph o'er land and main ; 
"With broken oaths his fame he will not ftain ; 
With conqueft bafely bought, and with inglorious gain, 
XVIII. 

For once, O heaven, unfold thy adamantine book j 
And let his wondering fenate fee, 
If not thy firm immutable decree. 
At lead the fecond page of ftrong contingency } 
Such as confifts with wills originally free : 

Let them with gk d amazement look 

On what their happinefs may be : 
Let them not ftill be obftinately blind. 
Still to divert the gobd thou haft defignM, 
Or with malignant penury. 
To ftarve the royal virtues of his mind. 
Faith is a chiiilian''s and a fubjecl's teft. 
Oil give them to believe, and they are furely bleft. 

They do ; and with a diftant view I fee 

Tir amended vows of Englifli loyalty. 

And 
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And all bcj^nd that objeft, there appears 

The long retinue of a profperous reign, 

A ferics of fiiccefsful years, 

In orderly array, a martial, manly train. 

Behold cv'n the remoter fhorcs, 

A conquering navy proudly fpread j 

The Britifh cannon formidably roars. 

While, darting from his oozy bed, 

Th' aflerted ocean rears his reverend head ; 

To view r.nd rccogni/e his ancient lord again : 

And, with a willing hand, reftorcs 

The fal'ces of the main. 

VENI CREATOR SPIRITU 

Paraphrased. 

/CREATOR fpmt, by whofe aid 

^^ The world's foundations firft were bid, 

Come vifit every pious mind ; 

Come pour thy joys on human kind } 

From fm and forrow fct us free, 

And make thy tciv.plcs worthy thee. 

O Iburce of uncreated lija^ht, 
The Fa.hcr's proi.iiial Paracktcl 
'I'hricc holy fount, ihricc lioiy fire, 
Our hearts with i..ivcn]/ love infpirc j 
Come, and thy facrtd ui.Oion brin<^r 
To fancllfy us, wirilc wc rir.;;-, 

i'lcMtcous of iriv:-, ^ieJcc.ul from high, 
Rich in thy fcveni'-jld enti-gy ! 



} 
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Thou ftrength of his Almighty hand, 

Whofe power does heavett and eaitii command. 

Proceeding fpirit, our defence, 

Who doft the gifts of tongues difpenfe. 

And crown'ft thy gift with eloquence ! | 

Refine and purge our earthly parts j ' 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts ! 
Our frailties help, our vice controul. 
Submit the fenfes to the foul ; 
And when rebellious they are g^own, 
Then lay thy hand, and hold them down* 

Chace from oar minds th' infernal foe. 
And peace, the fruit of love, beftow j 
And, left our feet fhould ftep aftray, 
Prcte£l and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truths receive. 
And praftife all that we believe : 
Give us thyfelf, that we may fee 
The Father, and, the Son, by thee. 

Immortal honour, endlefs fame. 
Attend th' Almighty Father's name 5 
The Saviour Son be glorify'd, 
Who for loft man's redemption dyM ? 
And equal adoration be. 
Eternal Paraclete, to thee. 
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THE SOLILO dU Y 

O F 

A ROYAL EXILE. 

T TNHAPPY I! who, onceordain'd to bear 
^^ God^s juftice fword, and his vicegerent here. 
Am now deposed I — ^gainft me my children rife. 
My life muft be their only facrifice : 
Highly they me accufe, but nothing prove 5 
But this is out of tendernefs and love ! 

They fcek to fpill my blood ; ^tis that alone 
Muft for the nation's crying fins atone. 
But careful Heaven forewarned me in a dream, 
And fhew'd me that my dangers were extreme ; 
The heavenly vifion fpoke, and bade me flee 
Tir ungrateful brood that were not worthy me : 
Alai m'd I fled at the appointed time ; 
And mere neccflity was made my crime ! 
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